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prologue. 

^INCE  plays  are  hut  a  kind  of  pubUck  feafs. 

Where  tickets  only  make  the  nxselcome  guefs', 
Methinks,  infead  of  grace,  ^e  Jhould  preparl, 

I  our  tafes  in  Prologue,  woith  your  bill  of  fare 
moenyou  forekno^-w  each  courfe,  thd  this  may  teaxe you, 
'ftsf-ve  to  one,  but  one  o'*  th'  fi^e  may  pleafe you. 

Firjl,  for  you  cri  ticks,  n^e'^^'eyour  darling  chear. 
Faults  n^ithout  number,  tnore  than  fenfe  can  bear. 

1  ou  re  certain  to  be  pleased  njohere  errors  are. 

From  your  difpleafure,  1  dare  ^ouch  njje^re  fafe  j 
Ton  neojerfro^n,  but  <where  your  neighbours  lL?h. 
Fonv,  you  that  nenier  kno^u  ^vhat fpleen  or  hate  is 
bVho  for  an  act  or  t'zuo,  are  ^welcome  orutis, 

Fhat  tip  the  'vjink,  and  fo  fneak  out  w/'/y^nunquam  fatis  • 
For  your  fmart  tafes  njje'^ue  tofs\i you  up  a  fop,  ' 

W ?  hope  the  ne^^efi  thads  of  late  come  up  ; 

The  fool,  beau,  nvit,  and  rake,  fo  mixt  he  carries 
Bejeetns  a  ragou,  piping  hot  fro?nV<iyh,  ' 

B  Ilf  for  the  f of  ter  fex,  ^ehom  mof  <tve^d  mo^e, 

We'-ue  nxshat  the  fair  and  chafe^erefornddfor,  love 
din  artlefs  pajfion,  fraught  ^ith  hopes  and fears, 

Jnd  nearef  happy,  ^hen  it  tnof  defpairs. 

F.ormafks,  nnd^e  fcaiidal,  and  for  beaus,  French 
To  pleaje  all  tafes ,  njje  ll  do  the  bef  ^we  can  * 

For  the  galleries  nvdnje  Dicky  and  Will  Penkethman. 
Aow,  frs,  you  re  welcome,  and  you  knonjj  your  fare  • 

But  pray,  in  charity,  the  founder  fpare,  ^ 

Lef  you  defroy  at  otice,  the  poet  and  th\  player. 


A  t 


•Dramatis 


^1 

(4 

VC  . 

Q 

U 

• 

VC  . 

O  Q 

H  Bi 

• 

►J 

4) 

•< 

O 

H 

o  o 

t 

s  S 

X  < 

C  p£  • 

P  Q  5«j 

O  o 

i  ii 

s  ^ 

VC 

w 

> 

o 

O  Cft 

X  tJ 

HU 

°  Di 

P  pq  ^ 

• 

U 

H 

<: 

ul 

Mr. 

Mr. 

Mr. 

sss 

in 

C 

u:  '0^ 
-j  « 

S 


a 

u 

< 


pa  <  ^ 

«  v2  C2 

tn  ' 


VO 

i-' 

H 

r> 

W 

CJ 

Ph 

(U 

Ph 

c/5 

•  *“4 


C^ 

a 

ci 

Q 


< 

yJ 

pi 

P 

cd 

Q 

h 

< 


Jh 

>4 

W 

D 

O 

-c 


(O 

5S 

O 

tn 

u 

< 


PQ  P-. 

•  • 

u,  »-. 


•;2i  ■ 


w 


•  u) 

W  t/3 

H  ;z; 

•<  tsj  ® 

>-<  PQ  Q 


o 

D 


o  i5 

^  C  «  pi 

^  ►J  b!  ai 
^  ^  >-3 


< 

iM 


u* 


2S 


^j>Oo. 

’  il  C  ^ 

«C-I  ^ 

^  ^  s  2 


1  Ml 


<n 

O 

ip"'^ 

»-* 

nJ 

u 


*j 

5 

•*.» 


*^4 

.« 

Oa 

V. 

Q 

*: 


o 

•  ^ 

c 

o 

*J 

a 

< 

o 

_•*-» 

<a 


O 

•  ^ 

•o  O  4) 

£  §  c 

C  ^  -C  o 

<^  Oft 


^  '«?  o 

fsAOO-^ 

-<r^3.2 

|UU 

vl 

H 


« 


Vj 


;s  t  ^  ^ 

(io  ^  E  ^ 

rk  »'  =* 

«?  O  2 
O  Uj  'n 
J:;  -tJ  u  C 

H  o  c  o 

™  ^  c4  'er* 

UUvjfS 


w 

>4 

o 

o 

< 

PQ 


u 

aC 

u 

X 

CO 


U] 

•-) 

41 

> 

w 

ei 


K 
H 

M5  ^ 
U  CO 


tn  CO 

v-t  ^ 


11 


;z; 


w 


I 

•v 

C  ^  ? 

5  STvSi 
Q  s  ^ 


•>> 

K 

.5^ 

Co 

■>3 

<3 

•h 

•> 

% 

••s* 

it 


^'' 

Cw  -  £ 
*-*  E4 
4.  i 

nl 

V  2  rt 

<S  ■-'  k_4 

tos 

loo 

c3ftP 


c 

*>I3  •' 

^  ^  4^ 

5S  ^ 

45  cS  rtj 

o  U  •^^  ^P? 

V-^  C  Q  3 
5  <3  ^  O 

&  S:  -§4 

•i'^“  ? 

s”^S<S 

^  ^  S 

g 

A  « ■§ 

riQ  2 
<^3'>  O 
a  o  ^  S 


Iz  0  V  R  males  a  M.  A.  N-;: 

OR,  THE. 

F  o  P's  F  0  R  T  u:n  e:. 


ACT  I.  S  C  E  N  E, 

Enter  Aniomo  and  GVsdcrmo.  . 

y////.  T  T  7  ITHOUT  compliment^,  my  old  friend,  r  ’ 
V V  fhall  think  my.felf  much  honoured  in  you 
alliance;  our  families-  are-. both,. ancient,  our  children  - 
young,  and  able  to  fupport  ’em ;  and,  I  think,  the 
fooner  we  fet  ’em  to  work,,  the  better. 

Cha.  Sir,  yon  olfernlir  and  nobly,  and  dhall  find  I 
dare  meet  you  in  the  fame  line  of  honour ;  and,  I  hope, 
fince  I  have  but  one  girl  in  the  world,  y^ou  won’t  think 
me  a  troublefome  old  fool,  if  I  endeavour  to  bellow  her 
to. her  worth  ;  therefore,  if  y'ou  pleafe,  before  we  lhake 
hands,  a  word  or  two  by  the  bye,  for  I  have  fome  con- 
fiderable  quedions  to  aft  you. 

Ant.  Aik  ’em. 

CJ,'a.  Well,  in  the.fird  place,- y'ou  fay  you  have  t\vo  ^ 

fbns  ? 

Ant.  Exactly'. 

Cha.  And  you  are  willing  that  one  of ’em  lhall  marry - 
my  daughter  f  r' 

•A?tt.  Willing. 

_Cha.  My  daughter  Angelina  !  ‘ 

Ant.  Angelina. 

Cba.  And  you  are  likewife  content  that  the  faid  An¬ 
gelina  fhall  furv^ey  ’em  both,  and  (with  my  allowance)  ,• 
take  to  her  lawful -hulband,  which  of  ’em  Ihe  pleafes  ? 

Ant.  Content.  . 

Cha.  And  you  farther  promife,  that  the  perfon  by  her  . 
(and  me)  fo  chofen  (be  it  elder  or  younger)  lhall  be 

A3,  _  your  . 
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LOVE  MAKES  A  MAN;  OR, 

your  Ible  heir;  that  is  to  fay,  fliall  be  in  a  conditional 
pofiehion,  of  at  leaft  three  parts  of  your  eftate.  You 
know  the  conditions,  and  this  you  pofitively  promife  ? 

Jnt.  To  perform. 

C/ja.  Why  then,  as  the  laft  token  of  my  full  confent 
and  approbation,  I  give  you  my  hand. 

Jfif,  There’s  mine. 

C/ja.  Is’t  a  match.? 

Jut.  A  match. 

Cha.  Done. 

A  fit.  Done. 

^ha.  And  done  !- - that’s  enough.-— — Carlos,  the 

ehler,  you  fay  is  a  great  fcholar,  fpends  his  whole  life  in 
tae  univerfity,  and  loves  his  Rudy. 

Alii.  Nothing  more,  iir. 

Cia.  But  CAcdio,  the  younger,  has  feen  the  world, 
a  lid  is  veiy  well  known  in  the  court  of  France  ;  a  fprightly 
ieiiow,  ha  .? 

Ant.  Mettle  to  the  back,  fir. 

Cha.  Well !  how  far  either  of  ’em  may  go  with  my 
daughter,  I  can’t  tell ;  fhe’ll  be  eafily  pleas’d  where  I 

ani - 1  have  given  her  feme  documents  already.  Hark! 

v.’hat  noife  without? 

Ant,  Odfo  !  ’tis  they - they’re  come - 1  have 

expefted  ’em  thefe  two  hours.  Well,  firrah,  who’s 
without  ? 

Enter  a  Servant. 

Serai.  ’Tis  Sancho,  fir,  with  a  waggon-load  of  my 
mafter’s  books. 

Cha.  What,  does  he  always  travel  with  his  whole  ftudy  ? 

Ant.  Never  without  them,  fir,  ’tis  his  humour. 

Enter  Sancho,  laden  avith  books. 

San.  Pedro,  unload  part  of  the  library ;  bid  the  porter' 
open  the  great  gates,  and  make  room  for  t’other  dozen 
of  carts ;  I’ll  be  with  you  prefently. 

Ant.  Ha !  Sancho  !  where’s  my  Carlos  /  fpeak,  boy, 
where  didft  thou  leave  thy  mailer  ? 

San.  Jogging  on,  fir,  in  the  highway  to  knowledge, 
both  hands  employ’d,  in  his  book,  and  his  bridle,  fir  ; 
but  he  has  fent  his  duty  before  him  in  this  letter,  fir. 

Ant.  What  have  we  here,  pothooks  andirons  ? 

San. 


THE  FOP’s  FORTUNE.  -  7, 

San.  Pothooks  !  O  !  dear  fir  ! - - — I  beg  your  pardon 

——No,  fir,  this  is  Arahick,  ’tis  to  the  Lotd  Abbot,  con¬ 
cerning  the  tranflation,  fir,  of  human  bodies  a 
way  of  getting  out  of  the  world.  There’s  a  terrible 
wife  man  *  has  written  a  very  fmart  book  of  it. 

Qha.  Pray,  friend,  what  will  that  fame  book  teach  a 
man  ? 

Sat:,  Teach  you,  lir  1  why,  to  play  a  trump  upon  death, 
and  fhew  yourfelf  a  match  for  the  devil. 

Cha.  Strange  ! 

San,  Here,  fir,  this  is  your  letter.  Ant... 

Cha,  Pray,  fir,  what  fort  of  life  may  your  mailer  lead  ? 

San.  Life  fir  1  no  prince  fares  like  him  ;  he  breaks  his 
fall  with  Arijioile,  dines  with  TuUy,  drinks  at  Helicon, 
flips  with  Seneca  ;  then  walks  a  turn  or  two  in  the  mility 
way,  and  after  fix  hours  conference  with  the  Hars,  deeps 
'with  old  Prra  Pater, 

Cha.  V/onderful  I 

Ant,  So,  Carlos  will  be  here  prefently - Here, 

take  the  knave  in,  and  let  him  eat. 

San,  And  drink  too,  dr,~ - and  pray  fee  your 

mailer’s  chamber  ready.  ,  [^Knocking  again,. 

Well,  dr,  who’s  at  the  gate  ? 

Enter  a  Servant. 

Ser^,  Monfieur,  dr,  from  my  young  mailer  Clodio, 

Enter  Monfieur. 

Ant,  Well.  Monfieur,  what  fays  your  mailer  ?  When 
will  he  be  here  ? 

Monf,  Sire,  he  vill  be  here  in  de  lefs  time  dan  von 
quarter  of  de  hour ;  he  is  not  quite  tirty  mile  off. 

Ant.  And  what  came  you  before  for  ? 

Monf,  Sire,  me  come  to  provide  de  pulvile,  and  de 
edence  for  his  peruque,  dat  he  may  approache  to  your 
vorihipe  vid  de  reverence,  and  de  belle  air. 

.  Ant,  What !  is  he  unprovided  then  ? 

Monf.  Sire,  he  vas  enrage,  and  did  break  his  bottel 
d’orangerie,  becauie  it  vas  not  deiame  dat  is  prepare  for 

Monfeigneur  le  Dauphin. 

Ant.  Well,  dr,  if  you’ll  go  to  the  butler,  he’ll— 
help  you  to  feme  oil  for  his  periwig. 

*  Mr.  Afgil. 

A  4  "  Monf' 
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Monf.  Sire,  me  tank  you.  Moniieiir^ 

Cba.  A  very  notable  fpark  this  Clodio.  Ha  !  what 
trampling  of  horfes  is  that  without  ? 

Enter  a  Servant. 

Scrnj.  Sir,  my  young  mafters  are  both  come. 

Ant.  That*s  well  !  now,  fir,  now  !  now  obferve  their 
feveral  difpofitions. 

Enter  Carlos. 

Car.  My  father  !  Sir,  your  blelfing. 

Ant.  Thou  haft  it,  Carlos  ;  and  now  pray  know  this 
gentleman  ;  Charinoy  fir,  my  old  friend,  and  one  in 
whom  you  may  havfe  a  particular  intereft. 

Car.  I’ll  ftudy  to  deferve  his  love,  fir. 

Cha.  Sir,  as  for  that  matter,  you  need  not  ftudy  at  all.* 

[  They  falute. 

Enter  Clodio. 

CIo.  Hey  !  La  Valiere  !  bid  the  groom  take  care  our 
hunteis  be  well  rubb’d  and  cloath’d ;  they’re  hot,  and 
cnt-liript  the  wind'. 

Chuy  Ay,  marry  fir,  there’s  mettle  in  this  young  fel¬ 
low. 

Clo.  Where’s  my  father  I 

Ant.  Ha,  my  dear  Clodjy  thou’rt  welcome  !  *  let  me 
‘  kifs  thee..’ 

Clo,  ‘  Sir, - you  kifs  pleafingly— -I  love  to  kifs 

‘  a  man  ;  in  Paris  we  kifs  nothing  elfe.’  Sir,  being  my 
father’s  friend,  I  am  your  moft  obliged,  faithful,  humble 
lervant.  .  Cha. 

Cha.  Sir, - 1— I — I  like  you.  [^Eagerly. 

Clo.  Thy  hand - kifs - I’m  your  friend. 

Cha.  Faith,  thou  art  a  pretty  humour’d  fellow. 

Clo.  Who’s  that  I  Pray,  fir,  who’s  that  ? 

Ant.  Your  brother,  Clody. 

Clo.  Odfo  !  I  beg  his  pardon  with  all  my  heart--  ■ 

Ha,  ha,  ha  !  did  ever  mortal  fee  fuch  a  book-worm  - - 

Brother,  how  is’t  }  [Carelejly. 

Car.  I’m  glad  you  are  well,  brother.  [Reads. 

Clo.  What,  does  he  draw  his  book  upon  me  ?  then  I- 
will  draw  my  wit  upon  him — Gad,  I’ll  puzzle  him— Hark 
you,  brother,  pray  what’s— for  a  fword-knot  ? 

Car.  The  Romans  wore  none,  brother. 

Clo, 
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Clc,  No  ornament  upon  their  fwords,  fir  ? 

Car.  O  yes,  feveral,  conqueE,  peace,  and  honour— 
an  old  unfalhionable  wear. 

Clo.  Sir,  no  man  in  France  (I  may  as  well  fay  breath- 
ing,  te  r  not  to  live  there,  is  not  to  breathe)  wears  a  more 
faihionable  fword  than  Ido;  he  coft  me  fifteen  lous-d’or’s 
in  P arts There,  fir, - feel  him, - try  him,  hr. 

Car.  I  have  no  fkill,  fir. 

Clo.  No  (kill,  fir!  why,  this  fword  would  make  a  cow- 

aid  fight - aha!  fa  I  fad  ha  I  rip - ha!  there  I 

had  him,  [^Fencing 

Car.  Take  heed,  you’ll  cut  my  cloaths,  brother. 

Clo.  Cut  ’em  !  ha,  ha, - no,  no,  they  are  cut 

already,  brother,  to  the  gratnmar-rules  exactly  ;  Plha,' 
prithee  man  leave  off  this  college-air. 

Car.  No,  brother,  I  think  it  wholefome,  the  foil  and 
fituation  pleafaut. 

Clo.  A  put,  by  Jupiter  !  he  don’t  know  the  air  of  a 

gentleman,  from  the  air  of  the  country  : - Sir,  I  mean 

the  air  of  your  cloaths ;  I  would  have  you  change  your 
taylor,  and  drefs  a  little  more  canjalier  ti  lay ‘  by  your 
book,  and  take  out  your  fnuff-box  ;  xock,  and  look  . 
fmart,  hah  ! 

Cha.  Faith,  a  pretty  fellow  ! 

Car.lrePid  no  ufe  in  this  brother;  and  for  my  cloaths, 
the  half  of  what  I  wear  already,  feems  to  me  fuper- 
fluons  :  what  need  I  outward  ornaments,  when  I  can  deck 
myfeif.with  underfianding  ?  Why  Ihould  we  care  for  any 
thing,  but  knowdedge  ?  or  look  upon  the  follies  of 
mankind,  but  to  condemn  or  pity  thofe  that  feek  ’em  ? 

[Reads  again, 

Clo.  Stark  mad  !  fplit  me, 

Cha.  Pfha,  this,  fellow  will  never  do* —  '  he’as 
no  foul  in  him.  .  ^  ' 

Clo.  Hark  you,  brother,  what  do  you  think  of  a  pret¬ 
ty-plump  wench  now  ]  ■ 

C/S’r.  I  fel do m  think. that  way;  women  are  book  I 
have  not  read  yet. 

Clo.  Gad,  I  could  fet  you  a  fweet  leffon,  brother,  . 

Car.  I  am  as  well  here,  fir.  [Reads. 

Cha.  Good  for  no  earthly  thing ;  a  ilock  ;•  ah,  that 
Clody !  A  ^  ,  Enter 
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Enter  Monfieur.  ,  . 

Elonf  Sire,  here  be  de  fever al  forte  of  de  jalumine 
d’orangerie  vidout,  if  you  pleafe  to  mak  your  fhoice. 

Clo.  Mum,  fm!  I  mull  beg  pardon  for  a  moment ;  a 
moil  important  buiinefs  calls  me  afide,  which  I  will  dif- 
patch  with  all  imaginable  celerity,  and  return  to  the  re¬ 
petition  of  my  defire  to  continue,  fir,  your  moil  oblig  d 
and  faithful  humble  fervant.  [Exit  Clody  bonding. 

Cha.  Faith,  he's  a  pretty  fellow. 
j4nt.  Now,  fir,  if  you  pleafe,  fince  we  have  got  the 
other  alone,  we’ll  put  the  matter  a  little  clofer  to  him. 

Cha.  ’Tis  to  little  purpofe,  I  am  afraid  :  but  ufe  your 

pleafure,  fir.  ^  ^  rr^  ? .  rijy 

Car.  Plato  differs  from  Socrates  in  this.  [To  himfelf. 

Ant.  Come,  come,  prithee  Carlos,  ^  lay  ’eni  by,  let 
’em  agree  at  leifure.  What,  no  hour  of  interruption  ? 

Car.  Man’s  life,  fir,  being  fo  fliort,  and  then  the  way 
that  leads  us  to  the  knowledge  of  ourfelves,  fo  hard  and 
tedious,  each  minute  fhould  be  precious. 

Ant.  Ay,  but  to  thrive  in  this  world,  Carlos,  you  muft 
part  a  little  with  this  bookifh  contemplation,  and  prepare 
yourfelf  for  aflioni  If  you  will  fludy,  let  it  be  to  know 
what  part  of  my  land’s  fit  for  the  plough ;  what  for  pafture; 
fo  buy  and  fell  my  flock  to  the  bell  advantage,  and  cure 
my  cattle  when  they  are  over-grown  with  labour.  This 
iiowwon’d  turn  to  fome  account. 

Car.  This,  fir,  may  be  done  from  what  I’ve  read  :  for 
what  concerns  tillage,  who  can  better  deliver  it  than 
Virgil  I'd  his  Georgies  ?  And,  for  the  cure  of  herds,  his 
Bucolics  are  a  mailer-piece  ;  but  when  his  art  deferibes 
the  common-wealth  of  bees,  their  in duflry,  there  more 
than  human  knowledge  of  the  herbs  from  which  they 
gather  honey,  their  laws,  their  government  among them- 
lelves,  their  order  in  going  forth,  and  coming  laden  home, 
their  flridl  obedience  to  their  king,  his  }ufl  rewards  to  fuch 
as  labour,  his  punifliment  in  Aided  only  on  the  Aothful 
drone  ;  I’m  raviOi’d  with  it,  then  reap  indeed  my  har- 
veil,  receive  the  grain  my  cattle  bring  me,  and  there  find 
wax  and  honey. 

Ant.  Hey  day  I  Georges  I  and  Blue-Jlicks,  and  Bees~ivax  ! 
What,  art  thou  mad  I 


Chet, 
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Cha.  Raving,  raving  ! 

Car,  No,  fir,  the  knowledge  of  this  guards  me  from  it. 

Aiit,  But  can  you  find,  among  all  your  mufty  manu- 
fcripts,  what  pleafure  he  enjoys  that  lies  in  the  arms  of 
a  young,  rich,  well-fhap’d,  healthy  bride  ?  anfwer  me 
that,  ha,  fir ! 

Car,  *Tis  frequent,  fir,  in  ftory ;  there  I  read  of  all 
kinds  of  virtuous,  and  of  vicious  women  ;  the  ancient 
Spartan  Roman\o.A\es,  their  beauties,  their  de¬ 

formities  ;  and  when  I  light  upon  Portia,  or  a  Cornelia, 
crown’d  with  ever-blooming  truth  and  virtue,  with  fuch 
a  feeling  I  perufe  their  fortunes,  as  if  I  then  had  liv’d,  and 
tailed  of  their  lawful  envy’d  love :  but  when  I  meet  a 
MeJJalina,  tir’d  and  unfated  in  her  foul  defires ;  a  Clytcm- 
mfira,  bath’d  in  her  hulband’s  blood  ;  an  impious  ^ullia 
whirling  her  chariot  o’er  her  father’s  breathlefs  body,  hor¬ 
ror  invades  my  faculties  ;  comparing  then  the  numerous 
guilty,  with  the  eafy  count  of  thofe  that  die  in  innocence, 

I  detell  and  loath  ’em  as  ignorance,  or  atheifm. 

Ant.  And  you  do  refolve  then  not  to  make  payment 
of  the  debt  you  owe  me  ? 

Car.  What  debt,  good  fir  ? 

Ant.  Why,  the  debt  I  paid  my  father,  when  I  got 
you,  fir,  and  made  him  a  grandfire ;  which  I  exped 
from  you.  I  won’t  have  my  name  die. 

Car.  Nor  would  I;  my  labour’d  lludies',  fir,  may 
prove  in  time  a  living  ilTue. 

Ant.  Very  well,  fir ;  and  fo  I  lhall  have  a  general 
colledlion  of  all  the  quiddits  from  Adam  ’till  this  time, 
to  be  my  grand-child  ! 

Car.  ril  take  my  bell  care,  fir,  that  what  I  leave 
may’not  lhame  the  family. 

Cha.  A  fad  fellow  this  !  This  is  a  very  fad  k\\o\\'.\_AJtde. 

Ant.  Nor  you  won’t  take  care  of  my  ellate  ? 

Car.  But  in  my  wilhes,  fir:-  for  know  the  wings  on 
which  my  foul  is  mounted,  have  long  fince  borne  her 
pride  too  high  to  ftoop  to  any  prey  that  foars  not  up¬ 
wards ;  fordid  and  dunghill '  minds,  compos’d  of  earth, 
fix  in  that  grofs  element  their  happinefs;,  but  great  and 
pure  fpirits,  Ihaking  that  clog  of  human ■  frailty  off,  be¬ 
come  refin’d,  and  free  as-  the  ajthefeal  air.  ... 

Ant. 
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j^nt.  So  in  fliort  you  wou’d  not  marry  an  emprefs  f 
Car.  Give  me  leave  to  enjoy  myfelf;  the  clofet  that  con-' 
tains  my  chofen  books,  to  me’s  a  glorious  court;  my  ve¬ 
nerable  companions  there,  theoldfages  andphilolophers, 
fometimes  the  greateh  kings  and  heroeSy  whofe  counfels 
I  have  leave  to  weigh,  and  call  their  viftories,  if  unjulHy 
get,  unto  a  Itrift  account,,  and  iri"mv  lancv  dare  deface 
their  ill-plac’d  llatues.  Can  1  then  part  w'lth  folid  con- 
ftantpleafures,  toclafp  uncertain  vanities  ?  No,  I'lr,  he  it 
your  care  to  fwell  your  heap  of  wealth,  marry  my  bi  other, 
and  let  him  get  you  bodies  of  your  name;  I  rather  vvou’d. 
inform  it  with  a  foul, — I  tire  you,  fir — j'our  pardon,  and 
}X)ur  leave. — Lights  there  for  my  ftudy^  [Exu  Carlos. 

'  Ant.  Was  ever  man  thus  tranfported  from  the  common 
fenfe  of  his  own  happinefs  ?  A  Itupid  wife  rogue,  Icou’d 
beat  him.  Now,  if  it  were  not  for  my  hopes  in  young 
Clo<fy,  1  might  fairly  conclude  my  name  were  at  a  period.- 
Cha.  Ay,  ay,  he’s  the  match  for  n>y  money,' and  my 
girl’s  too,  J  warrant  her.  What  fay  you,  fir,  fhall  we  tell 
’em.  a  piece  of  our  mind,  and  turn  ’em  together  Inftantly  } 
Ant.  This  minute,  fir,  and  here  comes  my  young 
rogue  in  the  very  nick  of  Ids  fortune.. 

Enier  Clodio.- 
Ant.  Chdyy  a  W'ord  ! 

Clo.  To  the  wife  is  enough:  your  pleafare,  fir? 

Ant.,  In  the  mean  time,  llr,  if  you  pleafe  to  fend  your 
daughter  notice  of  our  intended  vifit.  [To  Cha.. 

Cha.  I’ll  do’t— hark  )  Ou  hiend.  [M'^hijpers  a  fcv-~jant. 

^  Enter  Sancho  behind. 

San.  I  doubt  my  mailer  has  found  but  rough  wel¬ 
come  I  He’s  gone  lupperlcfs  into  his  itudy ;  Ld  fain 

^know  the  reafon - It  may  be  fome  body  has  borrow’d 

one  of  his  books,  or  fo - 1  muft  find  it  cut. 

[Stands  ajide. 

CM.  Sir,  yon  could  not  have  fiai  ted  any  thing  more 
agreeable  to  my  inclination  ;  and  for  the  young  lady’s  fiiv 
if  this  old  gentleman  will  pl-eafc  to  give  me  alight  of  her, 
you  fi>all  fee  me  whip  into  hers,  in  the  cutting  of  a  caper. 

(.,ha.  Well !  purfue,  and  conquer  ;  tho’  let  me  tell  you, 
Cr,  my  gitl  has  wk,  and  will  give  you  as  good  as  you 
bring  ;  !he  has  a  ftnari  way,  fir. 

Clo. 
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Clo.  Sir,  I  will  be  as  fmart  as  fhe ;  I  have  fhare 
ot  courage  ;  I  fear  no  woman  alive,  fir,  having  always 
found,  that  love  and  aH'urance  ought  to  be  as  infeparable 
companions,  as  a  beau  and  a  fnuff-box,  or  a  curate  and 
a  tobacco-llopper. 

Cha.  Faith  thou  are  a  pleafant  rogue  ;  Fgad  ftie  mull 
like  thee. 

Clo.  I  know  how-to  tickle  the  ladies,  fir - In  Paris 

I  had  conilantly  two  challenges  every  morning  came,  up 
with  my  chocolate,  only  for  being  pleafant  company 
the  night  before  with  the  firll  ladies  cf  quality. 

Cha..  Ah,  filly  envious  rogues !  Prithee,  what  do  you 
do  to  their  ladicsi 

Sail,  Pofitively,  nothingt,  \^Afide. 

Clo.  Why,  the  truth  is,  I  did  make  the  jades  drink  a 
little  too  frnartly  j  for  which,  the  poor  dogs  the  princes 
cou’d  not  endure  me. 

Cha.  Why,  hail  thou  really  convers’d  with  the  rc^al 

fa7nily  ? 

Clo.  Convers’d  with  ’em  !  Ay,  rot  ’em,  ay  !  ay ! — 
you  muft  know  force  of  ’em  came  with  me  half  a  day^s 
journey,  to  fee  me  a  little  on  my  way  hither:  but  Pgad 
I  fent  young  Louis  back  again  to  Marli  as  drunk  as  a 
tinker,  by  'Jo've  !  Fla  !  ha  !  ha  !  I  can’t  but  laugh  to  think 
how  old  Monarchy  growl’d  at  him  next  morning. 

Cha.  Gad-a- mercy,  boy  !  well !  and  I  warrant  thou 
wert  as  intimate  v/ith  their  ladies  too  ! 

San.  Jull  alike,  I  dare  anfwer  for  him.  '^Afide. 

Clo,  Why,  you  fliall  judge  now,  you  fhall  judge - - 

Let  me  fee  !  there  was,  I  and  Menjieur - no  !  no  !  no! 

Monjieur  did  not  i'up  with  us. - There  was  I  and  Prince 

Crand7nont,  Duke  de  Bongrace,  Duke  de  Bellegrade  -« 

(Bellegrade - yes— yes,  Jack  w’as  there!)  Count  de 

I'Efprit,  Marefchal  Bo/nbard,  and  that  pleafant  dog  the 
Prince  de  Hautenhas.  We  fix  now  were  all  at  fupper, 
all  in  good  humour,  Cha7npaig7i  was  the  word,  and 
wit  flew'  about  the  room,  like  a  pack  of  lofing  cards 

- Now',  fir,  in  Madam's  adjacent  lodgings,,  there 

happen’d  to  be  the  felf-fame  number  of  ladies,  after 
the  fatigue  of  a  ballat,  diverting  themfelves  with  Ra- 
tif.a,  and  the  fplecn ;  fo  dull,  they  were  not  able  to 

talk. 
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talk,  tho’  it  were  fcandaloufly  even  of  their  bell  friends : 
fo,  lir,  after  a  profound  lilence  at  laft  one  of  "em  gap’d 

.J _ O  gad!  fays  fne,  would  that  pleafant  dog  CloHy 

were  here  to  badiner  a  little. - Hey,  fays  a  fecond, 

and  flretch’d.  Ah  1  Mon  Dieu  !  fays  a  third - and 

5  - Cou’d  not  one  find  him,  fays  a  fourth  ? - - 

and  leer’d. - O  1  burn  him,  fays  a  fifth,  I  faw  him  go 

out  with  the  nally  rakes  of  the  Blood  again - in  a 

pet.- — —Did you  fo,  fays  a  fixth - Pardie  !  we’ll  fpoil 

that  gang  prefently — in  a  paffion.  Whereupon,  fir,  in 

two  minutes,  I  receiv’d  a  billet  in  four  words- - Chien 

nous  ‘vous  demandons :  fufcrib’d,  Grandmonty  Bo?igracey 
Bellegradey  VE/prity  Bomhardy  Hautenbas. 

Cha.  Why,  thefe  are  the  very  names  of  the  princes 
you  fupp’d  with. 

CIo.  Every  foul  of  ’em  the  individual  wife  or  filler  of 
every  man  in  the  company  !  fplit  me  !  Ha!  ha  ! 

Cha.  knd.  Ant.  Ha!  ha!  ha! 

San.  Did  ever  two  old  gudgeons  fwallow  fo  greedily  > 

[AJlde. 

Ant.  Well  1  and  didll  thou  make  anight  on’t,  boy  ? 

Clo.  Yes,  I’gad,  and  morning  too,  fir;  for  about  eight 
o’clock  the  next  day,  flap  they  all  fous’d  upon  their 
knees,  kifs’d  round,  burnt  their  commodes,  drank  my 
health,  broke  their  glafles,  and  fo  parted. 

Ant.  Gad-a-mercy  Clody  !  nay,  ’twas  always  a  wild 
young  rogue : 

Cha.  I  like  him  the  better  for’t - he’s  a  pleafant 

©ne,  I’m  fure. 

Ant.  Well,  the  rogue  gives  a  rare  account  of  his 
travels. 

Clo.  I’gad,  fir,  I  have  a  cure  for  the  fpleen  ;  aha!  I 

know  how  to  riggle  myfelf  into  a  lady’s  favour - give 

me  leave  when  you  pleafe,  fir. 

Cha.  Sir,  you  fhall  have  it  this  moment — faith,  I  like 
him — you  remember  the  conditions,  fir  ;  three  parts  of 
your  ellate  to  him  and  his  heirs. 

'  Ant.  Sir,  he  deferves  it  all;  ’tis  not  a  trifle  fliall  part 
’em;  you  fee  Carlos  has  given  over  the  world;  I’ll 
undertake  to  buy  his  birth  right  for  a  flielf  of  new 
books. 


Cha, 
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Cha,  Ay  I  ay  !  get  you  the  writings  ready  with  your 
other  fon’s  hand  to  ’em  ;  for  unlefs  he  figns,  the  con¬ 
veyance  is  of  no  validity. 

I  know  it,  fir, — they  lhall  be  ready  with  his 
hand  in  two  hours. 

Cha,  Why  then  come  along,  my  lad,  and  now  I’ll 
Ihew  thee  to  my  daughter. 

Clo.  I  dare  be  Ihewn,  fir, — Allans!  Hey,  Suinjons 
VAfnour.  [Exeunt. 

San.  How!  my  poor  mailer  to  be  difmherited,  for 
Monjieur  !  Sa  1  fa  !  there  ;  and  I  a  looker-on  too  1  If  we 
have  ftudy’d  our  majors  and  our  minors,  a7iteccdents ,  and 
confequenis,  to  be  concluded  coxcombs  at  lall,  we  have 
made  a  fair  hand  on’t ;  I  am  glad  I  know  of  this  roguery, 
however;  I’ll  take  caremy  mailer’s  uncle,  old  Don 
fhall  hear  of  it ;  for  tho’  he  can  hardly  read  a  proclama¬ 
tion,  yet  he  dotes  upon  his  learning;  and  if  he  be  that 
old  rough  teily  blade  he  us’d  to  be,  we  may  chance  to 
have  a  rubbers  with  ’em  firil - Here  he  zomQ.s,frofedio. 

Enter  Don  Lewis. 

D.  Lenv.  Sancho !  Where’s  my  hoy  Carlos  ?  what, 
is  he  at  it  ?  Is  he  at  it  ? — Deep — deep,  I  warrant  him — 

Sancho  !  a  little  peep  now - one  peep  at  him  thro’  the 

key-hole — I  mull  have  a  peep. 

San.  Have  a  care,  fir,  he’s  upon  a  magical  point. 

D.  Le^v.  What,  has  he  loil  any  thing  ? 

San.  Yes,  fir,  he  has  loil  with  a  vengeance. 

D.Z^w. But  what,  what,  what,  what,  firrah  !  What  is’t  ? 

San.  Why,  his  birth-right,  fir,  he  is  di — di — dis - — 

difinherited.  [Sobbing. 

D.  L  enjj.  Ha  1  how  !  when  1  what  1  where  !  who  ! 
what  doil  thou  mean  i 

San.  His  brother,  fir,  is  to  marry  Angelina,  the  great 
heirefs,  to  enjoy  three  parts  of  his  father’s  eilate  ;  and 
my  mailer  is  to  have  a  whole  acre  of  new  books,  for  fet- 
ting  his  hand  to  the  conveyance. 

D.  Len.10.  This  muil  be  a  lye,  firrah,  I  will  have  it 
a  lye. 

San.  With  all  my  heart,  fir ;  but  here  comes  my  old 
mailer,  and  the  pick-pocket  the  lawyer  ;  they’ll  tell  you 
more. 
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Enter  Avitomo  and  a  La-niyer. 

Ant.  Here,  fir,  this  paper. your  full  inftruftions  jv 
pray  be  fpecdy,  fir;  I  don’t  know  but  we  may  couple 
’em  to-morrow;  be  fure  you  make  it  firm. 

Lai'j.  Do  you  fecure  his  hand,  fir,  I  defy  the  law  to^ 
give  him  his  title  again.  \_Exit. 

San.  What  think  you  now,  fir? 

D.  Why,  now  methinks  I’m  ple.as’d - this 

- I’m  pleas’d - mull  cut  that  Lawyer’s  .. 

throat  tho’ - mull  bone  him - ay  l  I’ll  have,  him 

bon’d— - and  potted. 

Ant. .  Brother,  how  ish  ?  .. 

D,  L  env.  O  mighty  w'ell - mighty  well— — — — 

let’s  feel  your  pulle - feverilh. 

\_LQoks  earnejlly  in  Antonio’s  face,  and  after  fame. 

pauje,  njuhifles.a  piece  of  a  tunc..  - 
You  are  merry,  brother. 

D.  Levj.  It’s  a  lye. 

Ant. .  How,  brother  ? 

jy.Le-io.  A  damn’d  lye — T  am  not  merry.  \Smlling. 

Ant.  What  are  you  then? 

'D.Le-vc.  Very  angry.  {^Laughing.-. 

Ant.  Hil  hi  I  hi  I  at  what,  brother  ?  [Mimicking  him. 

D.  Le-xv.  Why,  at  a  very  wife  fettlement  I  have  made. 


lately. 

Ant.  What  fettlement,  good  brother:  I  find  he  has 
heard  of  it.  [Afde. 

D.  Lexjo.  V/hat  do  you  think  I  have  done? - 1 

)jave - this  deep  head  of  mine  has - difinherited  my 

elder  fon,  becaufe  his  underllanding’s  an  honour  to  my<» 
family;  and  given  it  all  to  my  younger,  becaufe  he’s  a 
puppy !  a  puppy ! 

Ant.  ComSf  I  guefs  at  your  meaning,  brother. 

D.  Lrxv.  Do  you  fo,  fir?  Wdiy  then  I  muft  tell  yoinflaS 
and  plain,  my  boy  Carlos  mull  and  lhall  inherit  it. 

Ant.  I  fay  no,  unlefs  CVir/or  had  a  foul  to  value  his 
fortune :  what !  he  lliould  manage  eight  thoufand  crowns 
a  year  out  of  the  Metaphyfeks  !  Afironomy  fnould  look  to 
my  vineyards!  //cr^jo.^'lhould  buy  off  my  wines!  tra¬ 
gedy  Qiould  kill  my  mutton  !  Hifiory  fhould  cut  down 
my  hay  !  Homer  lliould  get  in  my  corn !  fitjre  in  Pa~ 


THE  FOP's  FORTUNE-  17 

tiilce  look  to  my  flieep !  and  Geometry  bring  my  harveft 
home !  Hark  you,  brother,  do  you  know  what  learning  Is  ? 

\).Leiv.  vVhat  if  I  don’t,  hr,  I  believe  it’s  a  fine 
thing,  and  that’s  enough — Tho’  I  can  fpeak  no  Greek., 
I  love  and  honour  the  found  of  it,  and  Carlos  fpeaks  it 
loftily ;  I  gad,  he  thunders  it  out,  fir;  and  let  me  tell 
you,  fir,  if  you  had  ever  the  grace  to  have  heard  but  fix 
lines  of  Hefiod,  or  dlomer,  or  Iliad,  or  any  of  the  Greek 
poets,  pds  heart!  it  would  have  made  your  hair  ftand  an' 
<xid  ;  fir,  he  has  read  fuch  things  in  rny  hearing - - 

Ant.  But  did  you  underftand  ’era,  brother? 

D.  Le'xv.  T  tell  you,  no.  What  does  that  fignlfy  ?  the 
very  found’s  a  fufficient  comfort  to  an  honefi;  man.. 

Ant.  Fy  1  fy !  I  wonder  you  talk  fo,  you  that  are  old, 
and  Ihould  underhand. 

iD.Le'^v.  Should,  fir!  Yes,  and  do,  fir:  fir,  I’d  have 
you  to  know,  I  have  lludy’d,  I  have  run  over  hifiory, 
poetry,  philofophy. 

Ant.  Yes,  like  a  cat  over  a  harpfichord,  rare  mufick — 
You  kave  read  catalogues,  I  believe.  Gome,  ecme, 
brother,  my  younger  boy  is  a  fine  gentleman. 

D,  Le^v.  A  fad  dog - I’ll  buy  a  prettier  fellow  in  a 

pennyworth  of  ginger-bread. 

Ant.  What  1  propofe.  I’ll  do,  fir,  fay  you  your  plea- 

fuie - Here  comes  one  I  muh  talk  with-  -■■Well;, 

brother,  what  news  ? 

Enter  Charino. 

Cha.  O  !  to  our  widies,  fir  ;  Clody's  a  right  bait  for 
a  girl,  fir  ;  a  budding  fprightly  fellow:  (he’s  a  little  Ihy 
at  lirll;  but  I  gave  him  his  cue,  and  the  rogue  does  fa 
whilk,  andfrific,  and  fing,  and  dance  her  about odlb’jd  P 
he  plays  like  a  greyhound.  Noble  Don  Le^is,  I  am  your 
humble  fervant :  come,  what  fay  you  ?  Shall  I  prevail  with 
you  to  fettle  fome  part  of  your  efiate  upon  young  Clody  ? 

jy.Le^v.  Clody  ! 

Cha.  Ay,  ymur  nephew,  Clodj. 

D.  Zrw.  Settle  upon  him  ! 

Cha.  Ay. 

D.  Le=^jj.  Why,  look  you,  I  han’t  much  land'  to  fpare; 

but  I  have  an  admirable  horfe-pond - I’ll  fettle  that 

upon  him,  if  you  will. 

Ant. 
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Ant.  Come,  let  him  have  his  way,  fir,  he’s  old  and  haf* 
ty;  my  eftate’s  fufficient.  How  does  your  daughter,  fir? 

Cha.  Ripe,  and  ready,  fir,  like  a  blufhing  rofe,  Ihe 
onlv  waits  for  the  pulling. 

Ant.  Why  then,  let  to-morrow  be  the  day. 

Cha.  With  all  my  heart ;  get  you  the  writings  ready, 
my  girl  fuall  be  here  in  the  morning. 

D.  Z,rau.  Hark  you,  fir,  do  you  fuppofe  my  Carlos 
- 

.  Cha.  I  fuppofe  nothing  ;  what  I’ll  do,  L'lljuftify; 
what  your  brother  does,  let  him  anfvver. 

Ant.  I'hat  I  have  already,  fir,  and  fo  good-morrow  to 
your  patience,  brother.  [^Exeunt., 

.D.  Le<iv.  Sane  ho! 

San.  Sir. 

D.  Aran.  Fetch  me  fome  gun-powder— quick — quick. 

San.  Sir. 

D.  Lenjo.  Some  gun-powder,  I  fay,— a  barrel— 
quickly — and,  d’ye  hear,  three  penny-worth  of  ratibane  ! 
—Hey!  ay.  I’ll  blow  up  one,  and  poifon  the  other. 

San.  Come,  fir,  I  fee  what  you  would  be  at,  and  if 
you  dare  take  my  advice,  (I  don't  want  wit  at  a  pinch, 
fir)  e’en  let  me  try,  if  I  can  fire  my  mailer  enough  with 
the  praifes  of  the  young  lady,  to  make  him  rival  his  bro¬ 
ther  ;  that  would  blow  ’em  up  indeed,  fir. 

D.  Len.>j.  Plha  1  impolTible,  he  never  fpoke  fix  words 
to  any  woman  in  his  life,  but  his  bed-maker. 

San.  So  much  the  better,  fir;  therefore,  if  he  fpeaks 
at  all,  its  the  more  likely  to  be  out  of  the  road — Hark, 
he  rings - 1  mull  wait  upon  him.  [Av/V. 

D.  Le<^.  Thefe  damn’d  old  rogues ! — I  can’t  look  my 
poor  boy  in  the  face  ;  but  come,  Carlos,  let  ’em  go  on, 

thou  llialt  not  want  money  to  buy  thee  books  yet - -  — 

That  old  fool  thy  father,  and  his  young  puppy,  lhall  not 
lhare  a  groat  of  mine  between  'em  1  Nay,  to  plague  ’em,  I 
could  find  in  my  heart  to  fall  fick  in  a  pet,  give  thee  my 
cllate  in  a  palfion,  and  leave  the  world  in  a  fury.  [£a';V.  , 


ACT 


THE  FOP’S  FORTUNE. 


19 


ACT  II. 

Kriter  Antonio  and  Sancho. 

Ant.  Q  he  ihall  have  what’s  fit  for  him. 

O  ^an.  No  inheritance,  fir? 

Ant.  Enough  to  give  him  books,  and  a  moderate  maln- 
tainance:  that’s  as  much  as  he  cares  for;  you  talk  like 
a  fool,  a  coxcomb  ;  trouble  him  with  land^ - - 

San.  Mull  mafter  have  all,  fir? 

Ant.  All,  all;  he  knows  how  to  ufe  it;  he’s  a  man 
bred  in  this  world  ;  t’other  in  the  fkies,  his  bufinefs  is 
altogether  above  flairs;  \_Bell  rings']  go,  fee  what  he 
wants. 

San.  A  father,  I  am  fure,  [Exit  Sancho. 

Ant.  What,  will  none  of  my  rogues  come  near  me 
now  ?  O  !  here  they  are. 

Enter  /e<veral  Ser<vanls. 

Well,  fir,  in  the  firfl  place,  can  you  procure  me  a  plen¬ 
tiful  dinner  for  about  fifty,  within  two  hours?  Your 
young  mailer  is  to  be  marry’d  this  morning*;  will  chat 
fpur  you,  fir  ? 

Cook.  Young  mailer,  fir!  I  wilh  your  honour  had 
given  me  a  little  more  warning. 

Ant.  Sir,  you  have  as  much  as  I  had  ;  I  was  not  fure 
of  it  half  an  hour  ago. 

Cook.  Sir,  I  will  try  what  I  can  do - Hey!  Pedro  ! 

Gufman!  Come,  llir,  ho!  [Fx/V  Cook. 

Ant.  Butler,  open  the  cellar  to  all  good  fellows;  if 
any  man  offers  to  fneak  away  fober,  knock  him  down  I 
‘  Is  the  mufick  come  ? 

*  But.  They  are  within,  at  breakfall,  fir. 

‘  Ant.  That’s  well :  here,  let  this  room  be  clean’d. 
*  ...  'You,  hufiy,  fee  the  bride-bed  made  ;  take  care  no 
‘  young  jade  cuts  the  cords  afunder ;  and  look  the  llieets 

‘  be  fine,  and  well-fcented — and  d’ye  hear, - lay  on 

‘  three  pillows ! - away !’  \^Exeunt. 

\^A  noife  of  chopping  behind.  Carlos  alone  in  his  fudy.] 

Car.  What  a  perpetual  noife  thefe  people  make !  my 
head  is  broken  vAth  fcveral  noifes ;  and  in  every  corner  ; 
I  have  forgot  to  eat  and  fieep,  with  reading;  all  my 

facul- 
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facahles  turn  into  Iludy ;  what  a  misfortune  ’tis  in  human  ■- 
Dature,  that  the  body  will  not  tive  on  that  which  feeds 
the  mind!  How  unprofitable  a  pleafure  is  eating! — Sanchot 

Enter  Sancho. 

San.  Did  you  call,  fir?  [^Chopping  again 

Car.  Pr’ythee,  what  noife  is  this  ? 

San.  The  cooks  are  hard  at  work,  fir,  chopping  herbs, 
a.id  mincing  meat,  and  breaking  marrow-bones. 

Car.  And' is  thus  at  every  dinner? 

San.  No,  fir  ;  but  we  have  high  doings  to-day. 

Car.  Well,  fct  this  folio  in  its  place  again  ;  then  make 

Ri>e  a  little  fire,  and  get  a  manchet ;  I’ll  dine  alone - 

Does  my  younger  brother  fpeak  any  Greek  yet,  Sancho? 

San.  No,  fir;  but  he  fpits  like  a  magpye,  and 

that’s  more  in  fafliion. 

Car.  He  Heps  before  me  there ;  I  think  I  read  it  well 
enough  to  underhand  it,  but  when  I  am  to  give  it  utte-  - 
ranee,  it  quarrels  with  my  tongue.  [Chopping  again.']  — 
Again  that  noife  !  pr’ythee  tell  me,  Sancho^  are  there 
any  princes  to  dine  here  ? 

San.  Some  there  are  as  happy  as  princes,  fir, — your, 
brother’s  marry’d  to-day. 

Car.  What  of  that!  might  not  fix  difiies  ferve  ’em*? 

I  never  have  but  one,  and  eat  of  that  but  fparingly. 

San.  Sir,  all  the  country  round  is  invited  ;  not  a  dog 
that  knows  the  houfe,  but  comes  too:  all  open,  fir. 

Car.  ]Pr’ythee,  who  is  it  my  brother  marries  ? 

San.  Old  CV.’/i/vV/o’s  daughter,  fir,  the  great  heirefs;-- 
a  delicate  creature;  young,  foft,  fmooth,  fair,  plump, 
and  ripe  as  a  cherry - and  they  fay,  modell  too. 

Car.  That’s  firange ;  pr’ythee  how  does,  thefc  modell  • 
women  look  ?  I;  never  yet  corvvers’d  with  any  but  ray  own 
mother;  to  me  they  ever  were  but  ftiadows,  feen  and 
unregarded. 

San.  Ah  !  wou’d  you  faw  this  lady,  fir,  fhe’d  draw  • 
you  farther  than  yowx  Archwicdes ;  fhe  has  a  betterTecreSi  • 
than  any’s  in  Arifiotle^  if  you  iludy’d  for  it :  Tgad  you’d  ' 
find  her  the  prettiell  natural  philolbpher  to.play  with ! 

Car.  Is  Ihe  fo  fine  a  creature  ? 

San.  Such  eyes;  fuch  looks!  fuch  a  pair  of  pretty  • 
plnmp,  pouting  Ups  I  fuch  foftnefs  in. her  voice!  fuch 

mufick . 
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.■^..urick  too !  and  when  ihe  fmiles,  fuch  roguifh  dimples 
in  her  cheeks  I  Inch  a  clear  fkin  !  white -neck,  and  a 
little  lower,  fuch  a  pair  of  round,  hard,  heaving,  what 
d’ye  call -urns - ah  ! 

-Car.  Why,  thou  art  in  love,  Sancho. 

San.  Ay  1  fo  would  you  be,  if  you  faw  her,  fir. 

Car.  I  don’t  think  fo.  What  Settlement  does  my  fa- 
-ther  make ’em  ? 

San.  Otily  all  his  dirty  land,  fir,  and  makes  your 
brother  his  foie  heir. 

Car.  Mull  I  have  nothing  ? 

-San.  Books  in  abundance;  leave  to  dudy  your  eyes 
cut,  fir. 

Car.  I  am  the  elder  born,  and  have  a  title  too. 

San.  No  matter  for  that,  fir,  he’ll  have  podedion - 

of  the  lady  too. 

Car.  I  wifh  him  happy - he’ll  not  inherit  my  little 

underllanding  too ! 

■.San.  .O,  fir,  he’s  more  .a  gentleman  -  than,  to  do  that 
— - — Ods  me  !  fir,  fir,  here  comes  the  very  lady,  the 
bride,  your  filler  that  muil  be,  and  her  father. 

Ejiter  Charino  Angelina. 

Stand  clofe,  you’ll  both  fee  and  hear,  fir. 

Car.  1  ne’er  faw  any  yet  fo  fair  !  fuch  fv/eetnefs  in  her 
look  1  fuch  modelly  1  if  we  may  think  the  eye  the  window 
to  the  heart,  Ihe  has  a  thoufand  treafur’d  virtues  there. 

San.  So  1  the  book’s  gone.  [  JJide. 

Cha.  Come,  pr’ythee  put  on  a  brilker  look;  odlheart,  doll 
thou  think  in  confcience,  that’s  fit  for  thy  wedding-day  .? 

An^^.  Sir,  J  wilh  it  were  not  quite  fo  fudden  ;  a  little 
time  for  farther  thought  perhaps  had  made  it  eafier  to 
me  :  to  change  for  ever,  is  no  trifle,  f  r. 

Car.  A  wonder  I 

Cha.  Look  you,  his  fortune  I  have  taken  care  of,  .and 
his  perfon  you  have  no  exception  to.  What,  in  the  name 
oi  Fmus,  would  the  girl  have.^ 

Ang.  I  never  faid,  of  all  the  world  I  made  him,  fir, 

•  my  choice :  nay,  tho’  he  be  yours,  I  cannot  fayT  am 
diighly  pleas’d  with'  him,  nor  yet  am  averfe  ;  but  I  had  ra¬ 
ther  welcome  your  commands  and  him,  than  difobediencc. 

Cha. 
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Chn  O’  if  that  be  all,  madam,  to  make  you  eafy, 
my  commands  are  at  your  fervice.  _ 

An^.  I  have  done  with  my  objeftions,  nr.  ^ 

Car.  Such  underftanding,  in  fo  foft  a  form!---  - 

Hanpv - Happy  brother!— may  he  be  happy,  while  1 

fit  down  in  patience,  and  alone  1— I  have  gaz’d  too  niuch 
——Reach  me  an  Q~oid.  \^Exeunt  .  and  o^vl. 

Cha.  I  fay,  put  on  your  befl  looks,  hulley- - for 

here  he  comes,  faith. 

Enter  Clodio. 

Ahl  mydearC/o^. 

Clo.  My  dear,  dear  dad.  [Embracing.]  Ma 

PrinceJTs !  etes  <vcus  Id  done!  A  ha!  El  on,  non.  "^ene 
me  conneis guerre,  Sec.  Look,  look,— o’lly-boots; 

what,  ihp  knows  nothing  of  the  matter!  But  you  wi.x, 
child. _ -I’gad,  I  lhall  count  the  clock  extremely  to¬ 
night  Let  me  fee - what  time  lhall  I  life  to-moirow  ? 

— Not  till  after  nine, - Ten, - Eleven,  fora  piftole. 

«  Ah _ C'cjl  d  dire  ‘votre  coeur  infen fible  eji  en  fin  'vaincu. 

Eon,  non,  &c.  .  {^ings  a  fecond  a^erfe.* 

Enter  Antonio,  Don  Lewis,  and  Lawyer. 

Ant.  Well  faid,  Clody  ;  my  noble  brother,  welcome : 
my  fair  daughter,  I  give  you  joy. 

Clo.  And  fo  will  I  too,,  fir.  ^  Alons  !  Vi<vons  !  Lhan- 

*  fans  !  Danfons  !  Eiey!  autre  jour ,  Sec. 

[Sings  and  dances,  ISc. 

Ant.  Well  faid  again,  boy.  Sir,  you  and  your  writings 
are  welcome.  AVhat,  my  angry  brother !  nay , )  oumuft  have 
your  welcome  too,  or  "vs'c  Inall  make  but  a  flat  fcaft  on  t, 
D.  Le--w.  Sir,  I  am  not  welcome,  nor  I  won’t  be 
v.'elcome,  nor  no-body’s  welcome,  and  you  are  all  a 

parcel  of - — 

Cha.  What,  fir? 

D.  Lc^lv.- - Miferable  wretches - fad  dogs. 

Ant.  Come,  pray,  fir,  bear  with  him,  he’s  old  and 
hafly ;  but  he’ll  dine  and  be  good  company  for  all  this. 
D.  Lew.  A  flrange  lye,  that. 

Clo.  Ha,  ha,  ha!  poor  Telly,  ha,  hal 
D.  Lew.  Don’t  laugh,  my  dear  rogue,  pr’ythee  don’t 
laugh  now;  faith,  I  lhall  break  thy  head,  if  thou  doll. 

Clo.  Gad  fo !  why,  then  I  And  you  are  angry  at  me, 
dear  uncle  ? 
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T>.Le^v.  Angry  at  thee,  hey  puppy!  Why,  what! 
——what  doft  thou  fee  in  that  lovely  hatchet  face  of  thine, 
that’s  worth  my  being  out  of  humour  at  ?  Blood  and  fire, 
ye  dog,  get  out  of  my  fight,  or - - 

Jnt,  Nay,  brother,  this  is  too  far - - 

D.  Lenv.  Angry  at  him  !  a  fon  of  a - fon’s  fon  of 

a  whore ! 

Cha.  Ha,  ha,  poor  peevilh - - 

fomebody  poifon  him.  [To 
htmjelf.\  Ah,  that  fweet  creature !  Muft  this  fair  flower 
be  cropp  d  to  flick  up  in  a  piece  of  rafcally  earthen  ware  ? 
J  rnufl  Ipeak  to  her - Puppy,  fiand  out  of  my  way. 

Ha,  ha!  ay,  now  for’t. 

^  'D.Len.v,  Angelina.]  Ah! - ^ah  ! - ah!  Ma¬ 
dam - 1  pity  you  ;  you’re  a  lovely  young  creature,  and 

ought  to  have  a  handfome  man  yok’d  to  you,  one  of  un- 
derllanding  too  : — -lam  for  ry  to  fay  it,  but  this  fellow’s 

Icuii  s  extremely  thick - he  can  never  get  any  thing 

upon  that  fair  body,  but  muffs  and  fnuff-boxes  ;  or,  fay 
he  fhould  have  a  thing  fhap’d  like  a  child,  you  can  make 
nothing  of  it  but  a  taylor. 

CA.  Ods  me  !  why,  you  are  telly,,  my  dear  uncle. 

h).  Lenv.  Will  no- body  take  that  troublefome  do^  out 
of  my  fight - 1  can’t  flay  where  he  is - PH  go  fee 

my  poor  boy  Carlas-  -■  ■  I’ve  diflurb’d  you,  madam  : 
your  humble  fervant., 

'Jnt.  You’ll  come  again,  and  drink  the  bride’s  health, 
brother 

D.Lenv.  That  lady’s  health  I  may;  and,  if  fhe’ll  give 
me  have,  perhaps  fit  by  her  at  table  too. 

C/o.  Ha,  ha ;  bye  nuncle. 

D.  Le-W.  Puppy,  good  bye -  lEx!tX).  Lewis. 

odd-humour’d  gentleman. 

Jfst.  Very  odd  indeed,  child;  I  fuppofe  in  pure  fpite, 
he  11  make  my  fon  Carlos  his  heir. 

Ang.  Methinks  I  would  not  have  a  light  head,  nor 
one  laden  with  too  much  learning,  as  my  father  fays  this 
Carlos  is;  fare  there’s  fomething  hid  in  that  gentleman’s 
concern  for  him,  that  fpeaks  him  not  fo  mere  a  log. 

A»/.  Come,  fhall  we  §jo  and  feal,  brother,?  the  priefl: 
stays  for  us;  when  Carlos  has  fign’d  the  conveyance,  as 

he 
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he  {hnll  prefciitly,  we’ll  then  to  the  wedding,  and  fo  to 
dinner. 

■Cia.  With  all  my  heart,  fir. 

do.  Allo7is  !  ma  chcre  FrinceJfe.^  \_hxeunt. 

Entfir  Carlos  Don  Lewis  and  SanCho. 

D  Lenv.  Nav,  you  are  undone. 

Car.  Then— Imuftftudy,  fir,  to  bear  my  fortune. 

T>.  Leav.  Have  you  no  greater  feeling? 

'*oan  You  were  fenfible  of  the  great  book,  fir,  when 
it  fell  upon  your  head  ;  ^nd  wonlt  the  ruin  of  your  for¬ 
tune  dir  you  ? 

Car.  Will  he  have  my  books  too  ? 

T>.Lenv.  No,  no,  he  has  a  book,  a  fine  one  too,  call  d 
gentleman  s  Recreation;  or.  The fecret  Art  cf  getting 
Sons  and  Daughters :  Such  a  creature  !  a  beauty  in  foho  . 
would  thou  hadll;  her  - in  thy  ftudy,  Carlos,  - tho  it  were 

but  to  new-clafp  her. 

San.  He  has-feen  her,  fir. 

D  Lcn.v.  Well,  and- - nnd - — 

San.  He  flung  away  his  book,  fir. 

D.  Lenv.  Did  he  fiiithl  would  he  had  hung  away  his 
humour  too,  and  Ipoke  to  her. 

-^Car.  Mud  my  brother  then  have  all? 


D.  Len-v.  All,  all. 

San.  All  that  your  father  has,  hr. 

Car.  And  that  fair  creature  too? 

Ean.  Ay,  fir. 

D.  Lenv.  Hey!  rc- 

Car.  He  has  enough,  then.  l^^gttt^g- 

D.  Lenv.  He  have  her,  Carlos!  why  wou’d,  wou’d> 

that  is - hey!  ,  ^  .  j  n  v  rr 

Car.  Mav'I  not  fee  her,  fometimes,  and  call  her  hl- 

ter  ?  r  1  do  her  no  wrong. 

D.Lenv.  I  can’t  .bear  this !  ’Sheart,  I  could  cry  Lor 
madnefs!  Flelh  and  fire!  do  but  fpeak  to  her,  man. 

Car.  I  cannot,  fir,  her- look  requires  fomething  of 
that  didant  awe,  words  of  that  fofc  refpecd,  and  yet 
fuch  force  and  meaning  too,  that  I  fhould  Hand  con¬ 
founded  to  approach  her,  and  yet  I  Ihng  to  widi  her  joy. 

- - O  were  1  born  to  give  it  too  1 

T).  Lenv.  Why,  thou  dialt  wilh  her  joy, ; boy ;  faith 
die  is  a  good-humour’d  creature,  fhe’ll  take  it  kindly. 
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Car.  Do  you  think  fo,  uncle  ? 

D.  Leav.  I’ll  to  her,  and  tell  her  of  you. 

Ct7r.  Do,  fir. - Stay,  uncle - will  fhe  not  think 

me  rude  ?  I  would  not  for  the  world  offend  her. 

D.  Lexv,  ’Fend  a  hddle-ilick - let  me  alone - - 

Dll - I’ll. 

Car.  Nay,  but,  fir!  dear  uncle! 

D.  Le-iv.  Ahum!  ahum!  D.  Lewis. 

Enter  Antonio  and  the  Lawyer  avith  a  ^xjriting. 

Ant.  Where’s  my  fon  ? 

San.  There,  fir,  calling  a  figure;  what  chopping 
children  his  brother  lhall  have,  and  where  he  fiiall  find 
a  new  father  for  himfelf, 

dnt.  I  fhall  find  a  Hick  for  you,  rogue,  I  lhall. 
Ca.rlosy  hew  doll  thou  do  f  Come  hither,  boy. 

Car.  Your  pieafure,  fir? 

Ant.  Nay,  no  great  matter,  child,  only  to  put  your 
name  here  a  little,  to  this  bit  of  parchment ;  I  think 
you  write  a  reafonable  good  hand,  Carlos. 

Car.  Pray,  fir,  to  what  ufe  may  it  be  ^ 

A)!t.  Only  to  pafs  your  title  in  the  land  I  have,  ta 
your  brotlier  Clodio. 

Car.  Is  it  no  more,  fir  ? 

La-xv.  That’s  all,  lir. 

Ant^  No,  no,  ’tis  nothing  elfe ;  look  you,  you  lhall 
be  provided  for,  you  lhall  have  what  books  you  pleafe, 
and  your  means  fliall  come  in  without  your  care,  and 
you  lhall  always  have  a  fervant  to  wait  on  you. 

Car.  Sir,  I  thank  you  ;  but  if  you  pleafe,  I  had  ra: 
ther  fign  it  before  the  good  company  below  ;  it  being 
fir,  fo  frank  a  gift,  ’twill  be  fome  fmall  compliment  t; 
have  it  done  before  the  lady  too:  there  I  lhall  fign  i; 
chearfully,  and  wifh  my  brother  fortune. 

Ant.  With  all  my  heart,  child  ;  it’s  the  fame  thing  to  me. 

Car.  You’ll  excufe  me,  fir,  if  I  make  no  great  Hay 
v/ith  you. 

Ant.  Do  as  thou  wilt,  thou  lhalt  do  any  thing  thou 
hall  a  mind  to.  [Exeunt  Antonio,  Carlos,  and  lawyer, 

San.  Now  has  he  undone  himfelf  for  eve  ;  odiiicar  t. 
I’ll  down  into  the  cellar,  and  be  ftark  drunk  for  anger. 

[Exit. 
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The  SCENE  changes  to  n  dining  room. 

Enter  Cliarino  vjith  Angelina,  Clodio,  Don  Lewis,  La¬ 
dies,  Priell,  and  a  Lawyer. 

Lanv.  Come,  lec  him  bring  his  foil’s  hand,  and  all’s 
done  :  are  you  ready,  fir  ! 

Erie  ft.  Sir,  I  lhall  difpatch  them  prefently,  immedi¬ 
ately  !  for  in  truth  I  am  an  hungry. 

Clo.  I’gad,  I  warrant  you,  the  priefl;  and  I  cou’d 

both  fall  to  without  faying  grace - Ha!  you  little 

rogue  1  what,  you  think  it  long  too  ? 

Ang.  I  find  no  fault,  fir;  better  things  were  well 
done,  than  done  too  haiUly - Sir,  you  look  melan¬ 
choly.  [ftTo  D.  Lewis. 

D.  L  ea.v.  Sweet  fwelling  blofibm  1  ah  that  1  had  the 
gathering  of  thee  I  I  would  flick  thee  in  the  bofom  of  a 

pretty  young  fellow*- - Ah!  thou  hall  mifs’d  a  man 

(but  that  he  is  fo  bewitch’d  to  his  fiudy,  and  knows  no 
other  millrefs  than  his  mind)  fo  far  above  this  feather- 
headed  puppy - 

Ang.  Can  he  talk,  fir? 

'  D.  L  emj.  Like  an  angel - to  himfelf - the  devil 

a  v/ord  to  a  woman  :  his  language  is  all  upon  the  hiirh 
bufinefs ;  to  Heaven,  and  heavenly  wonders,  to  nature, 
and  her  dark  and  fecret  caufes. 

Ang.  Does  he  fpeak  fo  well  there,  fir  ? 

D.  Le^v.  To  admiration  !  Inch  curiofities  !  but  he 
can’t  look  a  woman  in  the  face  ;  if  he  does,  he  biullres 
like  fifteen. 

Ang.  But  a  little  converfation,  methinks - 

D  .  Le^.  Why,  fo  I  think  too  ;  but  the  boy’s  be¬ 
witch’d,  and  the  devil  can’t  bring  him  to’t  :  lhall  1  try 
if  I  can  get  him  to  wifh  you  joy  ? 

Ang.  I  fliall  receive  it  as  becomes  his  filler,  fir. 

Clo.  Look,  look,  old  telly  will  fall  in  love  by  and 
by  ;  he’s  hard  at  it,  fplit  me. 

C^/3’.Let  him  alone,  fire’ll  fetch  him  about,I  warrant  you. 

Clo.  So,  here  my  father  comes  !  now,  priell !  hcv  !  my 
brother  too  f  that’s  a  wonder  !  broke  like  a  fpirit  from 
his  cell. 

Enter  Antonio  and  Carlos. 

D.  Le^.  Odfol  here  he  is !  that’s  he!  a  little  inclinin 
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tne  lean,  or  fo,  but  his  underftanding’s  the  fatter  for’t. 

Ant,  Come,  Carlos,  ’twere  your  defire  to  fee  ray  fair 
daughter  and  the  good  company,  and  to  feal  before  ’em 
ail,  and  give  your  brother  joy. 

Cha,  He  does  well  j  I  lhall  think  the  better  of  him  as 
■long  as  I  live. 

Car.  Is  this  the  lady,  f  r 

Ant.  Ay,  that  s  your  iiiler,  Carlos, 

Car.  Forbid  it,  love  !  \_AJide.'\  Do  you  not  think  fne’ll 
grace  our  family  ? 

Ant.  No  doubt  on’t  fir. 

Clo.r.  Shou  d  I  not  thank  her  for  fo  unmerited  a  grace 

Ant.  Ay,  and  welcome.  Carles. 

D.  Le~xv.  Now,  my  boy  !  give  her  a  gentle  twill  by 
the  fingers  !  lay  your  lips  foftly,  foftiy,  dole  and  plum  to 

{Apart  to  Carlos. 

Car.  iardon  a  llranger’s  freedom,  lady - {Salutes 

Angelina]  DifTolving  foftnefs  !  O  the  drowning  joy  ! _ 

Happy,  happy  he  that  fips  eternally  fuch  nedar  down, 
that  unconhn’d  may  lave  and  wanton  there  in  fatdefs 

draughts  of  ever  fpringing  beauty. - But  you,  fair 

creature,  fiiare  by  far  the  higher  joy ;  if,  as  I’ve  read, 

(  nay,  now  am  fare)  the  foie  delight  of  love  lies  only  in 
the  .power  to  2:ive. 

1  o 

Ang.  How  near  his  thoughts  agree  with  mine  !  This 

the  mere  fcholar  I  was  told  of!  {AJide.'\ - 1  find,  fir 

you  have  experienc’d  love,  you  feem  acquainted  with 
the  pafiion. 

Car.  I’ve  had,  indeed,  a  dead  pale  glimpfe  in  theory, 
but  never  faw  th’  enlivening  light  before. 

Ang.  Fla  !  before  !  ^  AJide 

Ant.  Well,  thefe  are  very  fine  compliments,  Carlos  '; 
but  you  fay  nothing  to  your  brother  yet.  ’ 

Car.  O  yes,  andwilhhim,  fir,  with  any  other  beauty 
(if  poffible)  more  lulling  joy  than  I  could  take  with  her. 

Ang.  Fie  fpeaks  unhappily. 

Clo.  Ha  ! - what  do  you  fay,  brother  ? 

Ant.  Nay,  for  my  part,  I  don’t  underiland  him. 

Cha.  Nor  I. 

D.  Lensj.  Stand  clear,  I  do 
ture  too,  I  hope. 
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^'oo  well,  I  fear. 

Ant.  Come,  come,  to  the  writing,  Carlos ;  prithee 
leave  thy  ftudying,  man. 

Car.  ril  leave  my  life  firll; ;  I  ftiidy  now  to  be  a  man  ; 

before,  ^hat  man  nxsasy  was  but  my  arguitmit  ; - L 

am  now  on  the  proof!  I  find,  I  feel  myfelf  a  man - - 

nay,  I  fear  it  too. 

D.  hewj.  He  has  it !  he  has  it  !  my  boy’s  in  for’t. 

Clo.  Come,  come,  will  you--^ - 

T>.  Le^vj.  Stand  out  of  the  way,  puppy. 

\_lnterpof  ng  njAth  his  hack  to  Clodv. 

Car.  Whence  is  it,  fair,  that  whilelofihr  fpeech  to 
you,  my  thoughts  want  words,  my  words  their  free  and 
honeft  utterance  f  Why  is  it  thus  I  tremble  at  your 
touch,  and  fear>)'our  frown,  as  would  a  frighted  child 
the  dreadful  lightning  ?  Yet  Ihould  my  dearell  friend  or 
brother  dare  to  check  my  vain  deluded  wifhes,  O  !  I 
fhould  turn  and  tear  him  like  an  offended  lion —  ■■  ’ 
Is  this,  can  it,  muft  it  be  in  a  filler’s  power  ? 

Clo.  Come,  come,  will  you  fign  brother  ? 

D.  Le-Tv.  Time  enough,  puppy. 

Car.  O  !  if  you  knew  with  what  precipitated  hade 
vou  hurry  on  a  deed  that  makes  you  blefs’d,  or  mlferable 
for  ever,  ev’n  yet,  near  as  you  are  to  happinefs,  you’d 
find  no  danger  in  a  moment’s  paufe. 

Clo.  I  fay,  will  you  fign,  brother  ? 

Car.  Away,  I  have  no  time  for  trifles  !  Room  for  an 
elder  brother 

D.  Lenv.  Why,  did  not  I  bid  thee  Hand  out  of  the 
way  now  ? 

Ant.  Ay,  but  this  is  trifling,  Carlos!  come,  come, 
your  hand,  man. 

Car.  Your  pardon,  fir,  I  cannot  feal  yet ;  hadyouonly 
'fhew’d  me  land,  I  had  refign’d  it  free,  and  proud  to 
have  bellow’d  it  to  your  pleafure  :  ’tis  care,  ’tis  dirt,  and 
trouble  :  but  you  have  open’d  to  me  fuch  a  treafure, 
fuch  unimagin’d  mines  of  folid  joy,  that  I  perceive  my 
temper  llubborn  now,  ev’n  to  a  churlifli  avarice  of  love 
* - Heaven  direfl  my  fortune. 

Ant.  And  fo  you  won’t  part  with  your  title,  fir  ? 

Car,  Sooner  with  my  foul  of  reafon,  be  a  plant,  a  beall, 

a  fifh, 
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‘  » 

a  fifh,  a  fly,  *  and  only  make  the  number  of  things 
than  yield  one  foot  of  land - if  fhe  be  ty’d  to’t.  J  ^ 

Cha,  I  don’t  like  this  ;  he  talks  oddly,  methinks. 

Ang.  Yet  with  a  bravery  of  foul  might  warm  the  coldeft 
heart.  \^Afide.'' 

Clo.  PHiaw,  pox,  prithee,  brother,  you  had  better 
think  of  ihofe  things  in  your  ftudy,  man  ! 

Car.  Go  you  and  lludy,  for  ’tis  time,  young  brother  : 
turn  o’er  the  tedious  volumes  I  have  read  ;  think,  and 
diged  them  well  !  the  wholefomefi:  food  for  green  con- 
fumptive  minds  ;  ‘  wear  out  whole  failed  days,  and  by 
‘  the  pale  weak  lamp,  pore  away  the  freezing  nights ;  ra- 
‘  ther  make  dim  thy  fight,  than  leave  thy  mind  in  doubt 
‘  and  darknefs  :  confine  thy  ufelefs  travels  to  thy  clofet, 

‘  traverfe  the  wife  and  civil  lives  of  good  and  great  men 
‘  dead  compare’em  with  the  living:  tell  me  why  C^far 

*  perifh’d  by  the  hand  that  lov’d  him  mod  ?  and  why  his 

*  enemies  deplor’d  him  ?  Didil  the  fweetnefs  from  the 

*  poet's  fpring,  and  learn  to  foften  thydefires  nor  dare 
to  drea  n  of  marriage-vows,  ’till  thou  has  taught  thy 

f('u!,  like  mine,  to  love - -Is  it  for  thee  to  wear  a  jewel 

of  this  inedimable  worth  ? 

D.  Le'iv.  Ah  !  Carlos  !  \_KtJfes  hiTn,'\  What  fay  you. 
to  the  fcholar  now,  chicken  ? 

Ang.  A  wonder! - Is  this  gentleman  your  brother, 

Pir  1  [To  Clody. 

C/o.  Hey!  no,  my - Madam,  not  quite - that  is 

he  is  a  little  a-kin  by  the^ - Pox  on  him,  would  he  were 

bury’d - 1  can’t  tell  what  to  fay  to  him,  fplit  me. 

Ani.  Pofitively,  you  will  not  feal  then,  ha  ? 

Car.  Neither - 1  fhould  not  blindly  fay  I  will  not 

feal - Let  me  intreat  a  moment’s  paufe - for, 

even  yet,  perhaps,  I  may.  [Sighing. 

Ajig.  Forbid  it,  fortune  ! 

Ant.  O,  may  you  fo,  fir  1 

Clo.  Ay  1  fir,  hey  1  What,  you  are  come  to  youfelf  I 
find,  ’Iheart ! 

Cha.  Ay,  ay,  give  him  a  little  time,  he’ll  think  better 
on’t,  I  warrant  yon. 

Car.  Perhaps,  fair  creature,  I  have  done  you  wrong, 
whofe  plighted  love  and  hope  went  hand  in  hand  together;' 

^  3  but 
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bitf  I  conjure  you,  think  my  life  were  hateful  after  fo  bafe, 
fo  barbarous  an  aflas  parting ’em  :  ‘  What !  to  lay  wafte 
‘  at  once  for  ever,  all  the  gay  blohbmis  of  your  forward 
‘  fortune,  the  promis’d  vvilhes  of  your  young  defire, 

‘  your  fruitful  beauty,  and  your  fpringing  joy  ;  your 

*  thriving  foftnefs,  and  your  cluller’d  kifi'es,  growing  on 
‘  the  lips  of  love,  devour’d  with  an  unthirlly  infant’s  ap- 
‘  petite!  O  forbid  it,  love  1  forbid  it,  nature  and  hu- 
‘  inanity!’  I  have  no  land,  no  fortune,  life,  or  being, 
while  your  neceffity  of  peace  requires  ’em  :  fay  !  or  give 
me  need  to  think  your  Imalleft  hope  depends  on  my  ob- 
jeded  ruin  ;  my  ruin  is  my  fafety  there ;  my  fortune,  or 
my  life  rehgn’d  with  joy,  fo  your  account  of  happy  hours 
were  thence  but  rais’d  to  any  added  number. 

Cha.  Why  ay  !  there’s  fome  civility  in  this. 

Clo.  The  fellow  really  talks  very  prettily. 

Car.  But  if  in  bare  compliance  to  a  father’s  will,  you 
now  but  fuffer  marriage,  or  what’s  worfe,  give  it  as  an 
extorted  bend,  impos’d  on  tine  fimplicity  of  your  youth, 
and  dare  confefs  you  willi  fome  honeil  friend  would 
l.'ive,  or  free  you  from  its  hard  conditions  ;  I  then  again 
ha\  e  land,  have  life,  and  refolution,  waiting  dill  upon 
your  happier  fortune. 

Clo.  Ha,  ha  !  pert  enough,  that !  I’gad ;  I  long  to  fee 
what  this  will  come  to  ! 

PrieJL  In  truth,  unlefs  fomebody  is  marry’d  prefently, 

the  dinner  will  be  Ipoil’d,  and  then - no  body  will  be 

able  to  eat  it. 

Ant.  Brother,  I  fav,  let’s  remove  the  lady. 

Cha.  Force  her  from  him  ! 

Car.  ’Tis  too  late  !  I  have  a  figure  here  !  fooner  fhall 
bodies  leave  their  lhade ;  ‘  as  well  you  might  attempt  to 

*  Ihut  old  Time  into  a  den,andfrom  his  downy  wings  wafh 
‘  the  fwift  hours  away,  or  deal  Eternity  to  dop  his  glafs;’ 
fo  fix’d,  fo  rooted  here',  is  every  growing  thought  of  her. 

Clo.  Gads  me ;  what,  now  its  troublefome  again,  is  it? 

Car.  Confider,  fair  one,  now^’s  the  very  crifis  of  oar  fate: 
you  cannot  have  it  fure,  to  alk  if  honour  be  the  parent  of 
rny  love  :  if  you  can  love  or  live,  and  think  your  heart, 
rev/arded  there,  ‘  like  two  young  vines  w'e’ll  curl  together, 
‘  circling  our  fouls  in  never-ending  joy  j  we’ll  fpinng  to- 

‘  gether. 
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^  gether,  and  we’ll  bear  one  fruit?’  one  joy  fhall  make 
us  finile,  one  forrovv  mourn  ;  one  age  go  with  us,  one 
hour  of  death  fliall  clofc  our  eyes,  and  one  cold  grave 

ftiall  hold  us  happy - Say  but  you  hate  me  not  O 

fpeak  !  give  but  the  fotteil:  breath  to  that  tranfporting 
thought. 

Ang.  Need  I  then  fpeak  ;  to  fay,  I  am  far  from  ha- 

tingyou - 1  would  lay  more,  but  there  is  nothing  lit 

for  me  to  lay. 

Cha.  I’ll  bear  it  no  longer - - 

A)ig.  On  this  vou  may  depend,  I  cannot  like  that 
marriage  was  propos’d  me. 

Car.  How  lhall  my  foul  requite  this  goodnefs  ? 

Cha.  Beyond  patience  1  This  is  dov/nright  infolence  ! 
roguery  !  rape  ! 

Ant.  Part  ’em. 

Cio.  Ay,  ay,  part’emy  part’em., 

D.  Le^.  Doll!  dum  !  dum  1  -  . — 

[Sings  dra^ass  in  their  defetice*- 

Cha.  Call  an  ofhcer.  I’ll  have  ’em  forc’d  afunder. 

Ang.  Nay,  then  I  am  reduc’d  to  take  protection  here.. 

[Goes  to  Carlos. 

Car.  O  extafy  of  heart  !  tranfportingjoy  ! 

D.  Le^'.  Lorra  !  dorrol  I  loll  !  and  dances.. 

Cha.  A  plot  I  a  plot  againll  my  honour  1.  murder! 
treafon  !  gun-powder  !  Ill  be  reveng’d  1  [Exit,. 

‘  Ant.  Sir,  you  fliall  have  fatisfaCtion,.. 

‘  Cha..  I’ll  be  reveng’d  1’ 

Ant.  Carlos,  I  fay,  forego  the  lady.. 

Car.  Never,,  while  I  have  fenfe  of  being,  life,  or  mo¬ 
tion. 

do.  You  won’t  ?  Gadfo  !  What,'  then  I  find  I  mull 
lug  out  upon  this  bulinelV?  Allans  I  the  lady,  fir  ! 

1).  Len.v.  Lorra!  dorrol  !  loll  ! 

[Prrfenting  his  point  to  Clodio. 

‘  Cha.  I’ll  have  his  blood  !’ 

Car.  Floid  uhcle  !  Come  brother !  flicath  your  anger 

- - I’ll  do  my  belt  to  fatisfy  you  all - but  lirft  I  would 

Lntreat  a  blelTing  here. 

A}Lt.  Out  of  my  doors,  thou  art  no  fon  of  mine. 

[Exit  Ant. 

B  4  Ca7\, 
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Car,  I  am  forry  I  have  loft  a  father,  fir— —For  yoc, 
brother,  fince  once  you  had  a  feeming  hope,  in  lieu  oi 
\viiat  you’ve  loft,  half  of  my  birth-right. 

CIq,  No  halves!  no  halves,  hr  !  the  whole  lady  I 

Car.  Why,  then  the  whole,  if  you  can  like  the  terms* 

Clo.  What  terms?  what  terms  ?  Come,  quick,  quick. 

Car.  Tlie  firft  is  this - -  ^Snatches  Don  Lewis’s 

hjord.']  Win  her,  and  wear  her;  for  on  my  foul,  unlefs 
my  body  fail,  my  mind  ftiall  never  yield  thee  up  a  thought 
in  love. 

D .  Lev^.  Gramercy,  Carles  /  to  him,  boy !  I’gad,  this 
love  has  made  a  man  of  him. 

Car.  This  is  the  firft  good  fword  I  ever  pois’d  in  anger 
yet ;  ’tis  fliarp  I’m  fure  ;  if  it  but  hold  my  putting  home, 

I  lhall  fo  hunt  your  infolence  1- - 1  feel  the  fire  of 

ten  ftrong  fpirits  in  me:  wer’tthou  a  native  fencer,  in 
fo  fair  a  caufe,  I  tlius  fnould  hold  thee  at  the  worft  defiance. 

Clo.  Lock  you,  brother,  take  care  of  yourfelf,  I  fiiall 
certainly  be  in  you  the  firft  thruft;  but  if'you  had  rather, 
d’ye  fee,  we’ll  talk  a  little  calmly  about  this  bufinefs. 

Car.  Away,  trifler  !  I  would  be  loth  to  prove  thee  a 
coward  too. 

Clo.  Coward!  why  then,  really,  fir,  if  you  pleafe, 
midriff’s  the  word,  brother  ;  you  are  a  fon  of  a  whore 
’—Jiior.s  !  [They  fight  and  Clodio  is  dijarm'‘d. 

*  Cha.  His  b’ood  !  I  fay  his  blood  !  I’ll  have  it,  by  all 
‘  the  fears  and  wounds  of  honour  in  my  family.  \_Exitd 

Car.  There,  fir,  take  your  life - and  mend  it - - 

‘  be  gone  without  reply.’ 

Ang.  Are  you  wounded,  fir  ? 

Car.  Only  in  my  fears  for  you :  how  lhall  we  beftow 
us,  uncle  ? 

p.  Le^.  Pofitively,  we  are  not  fafe  here,  this  lady 
being  an  heirefs.  Follow  me. 

Car.  Good  angels  guard  us.  [Exetmt  nxoith  Ang. 

Clo.  Gadfo  !  I  never  fenc’d  fo  ill  in  all  my  life - - 

never  in  my  life,  fplit  me  ! 

Enter  Monfieur. 

Monf.  Sire,  her  be  de  trompete,  de  haute-boy,  de  mu^ 
fique,  de  maitre  danfer,  dat  defect  to  know  if  you  fal  be 
pleafe  to  ’ave  de  mafque  begin. 

Clo, 
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Clo.  Hey  !  what  does  this  puppy  fay  now  ? 

Monf.  Sire,  de  mufiquc. 

Clo.  Why  ay - that’s  true - but — tell  ’em — ^ 

plague  on  ’em,  tell  ’em,  they  are  not  ready  tun’d. 

MonJ.  Sire,  dare  is  all  tune,  all  prepare. 

Clo.  Ay  !  Why,  then,  tell  ’em  that  my  brother’s  wife  a- 
gain,  and  has  fpoil’d  all,  and  I  am  bubbled,  and  fo  I  lhan’t 
be  marry’d  till  next  time  :  but  I  have  fought  with  him, 
and  he  has  difarm’d  me  ;  and  fo  he  wont’t  releafe  the 

land,  nor  give  me  my  miftrefs  again ;  and  I - 1  am 

undone,  that  s  all.  ^  \^B,xsunt % 

Enter  Charino,  Antonio,  offcerSy  and Jer^uants . 

Cha.  Officer,  do  your  duty:  I  fay,  feize  ’em  all. 

Ant.  Carry  ’em  this  minute  before  a - How  now  I 

what,  all  fled  ? 

Cha.  Ha  !  my  girl  !  my  child  !  my  heirefs !  I  am 
abus’d  !  I  am  cheated !  I  am  robb’d  !  I  am  ravilh’d  ! 
murder’d  ;  and  flung  in  a  ditch. 

^  Ant.  Who  let  ’em  out  ?  Which  way  went  they, 
villains  ?  ^ 

bernj.  Sir,  we  had  no  order  to  flop  them ;  but  they 
went  out  at  that  door,  not  fix  minutes  ago. 

Cha.  I’ll  purfiie  tliem  with  bills,  warrants,  a£llons, 
writs,  and  malice  ;  I’m  a  lawyer,  fir  ;  they  {hail  find  I  , 
underlland  ruin. 


Ant.  Nay,  they  fliall  be  found,  fir;  run  you  to  the 
port,  firrah,  fee  if  any  {hips  are  going  off,  and  bring 
us  notice  immediately. 

Enter  Sancho  dru7ik» 

San.  Ban,  ban,  cac-caliban  !  [Sings, 

Ant.  Here  comes  a  rogue.  I’ll  warrant,  knows  the 
bottom  ot  all  !  Where’s  my  fon,  villain  ? 

San.  Son,  fir! 

Cha.  Where’s  my  daughter,  firrah  } 

San.  Daughter,  fir  ! 

Cha.  Ay,  my  daughter,  rafcal  1 

San.  Why,  fir,  they  told  me,  jufl  now,  fitr _ that 

file’s - fhe’s  run  away. 


Ant.  Dog,  where’s  your  mafter 
San.  My  mafter  !  why,  they  fay  he  is' 
Ant.  Where,  firrah  ? 

B  c 
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Ban.  Why,  he  is - he  is' - gone  along  with  lieT# 

Ant,  Death  !  you  dog,  difcover  him,  or - 

San.  Sir,  1  will - I  will. 

Ant.  Where  is  he,  villain  ? 

San.  Where,  fir  ?  Why,  to  be  fiire  he  is— — — he  is 
— upon  my  foul,  I  don’t  know,  fir. 

Ant.  No  more  trifling,  rafcal. 

San.  If  I  do,  lir,  I  wilh  this  may  be  my  poifon.  {Drinks. 
Ant.  Death  !  ymu  dog,  get  cut  of  my  houfe,  or  I’ll 
■ — — So  fir,  have  you  found  him  ? 

Re-enter  the  fcr'vant  hajiily,  and  Clodio. 

Clo.  Ay,  fir,  have  you  found  ’em  ? 

Ser-u.  Yes,  fir,  1  had  fight  of ’em  ;  but  they  were  juft 
got  on  board  a  fmall  veffel,  before  I  could  overtake  ’em  ? 
Cba.  Death  and  furies  ! 

Ant.  Whither  were  they  bound,  firrah  ? 

Sera).  Sir,  I  could  not  difcover  that ;  but  they 
\7ere  full  before  the  wind,  with  a  very  fmart  gale. 

Ant.  What  ftiall  we  do,  brother? 

Clo.  Be  as  fmart  a.s  they,  fir  ;  follow  ’em  ;  follow  ’em. 
Cha.  Send  to  the  port  this  moment,  and  fecure  a 
fhip  ;  I’ll  purfue  ’em  thro’  all  the  elements. 

Clo.  I’ll  follow  you,  by  the  northern  ftar. 

Ant.  Run  to  the  poit  again,  rogue  ;  hire  a  fitip,  and 
tell  ’em  they  muft  hoift  fail  immediately. 

Clo.  And  you  rogue,  run  to  my  chamber,  fill  up  my 

.•  fnuff-box- - Cram  it  hard,  you  dog,  and  be  here 

again  before  you  get  tliither. 

Ant.  What,  will  you  take  nothing  elfe,  boy  ? 

Clo.  Nothing,  fir,  but  fnuff  and  opportunity - - 

we’re  in  hafte.  Allens  !  hey  ;  je  njolc.  {Exeunt. 


A  C  T.  III.  The  SCENE  Lifbon. 


Enter  Elvira,  Den  Duart,  and  Governor. 


r.v.D 

D.  Du. 


E  A  R  brother,  let  me  intreat  you,  ftay  ; 
will  you  provoke  your  daxnger  ? 
Madam,  my  honour  mult  be  fatisfied. 
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Elv.  That’s  done  already,  by  the  degrading  blow 
you  gave  him. 

Go-j.  Pray,  niece,  what  is  it  has  incens’d  him  ?■ 

EI--V.  Nothing  but  a  needlefs  quarrel.  ^  , 

Go'U.  1  am  forry  for  him - To  whom  is  all  this  fury,  , 

nephew  ^ 

D.  Du.  To  you,  fir,  or  any  man  that  dares  oppoie 
me. 

Go^v.  Come,  vou  are  too  boifterous,  fir ;  and  this 
vain  opinion  of  your  courage,  taken  on  your  late  fuc-^ 
cefs  in  duelling,'' makes  you  daily  fliunn’d  by  men  Ox 
civil  converfation.  For  fhamie,  leave  off  thefe  fenfclefs 
brawls  ;  if  you  are  valiant,  as  you  would  be  thougnt,» 
turn  out  your  courage  to  the  wars  ;  let  your  king  and 
country  be  the  better  for’t. 

D.  bu.  Yes,  fo  1  might  be  general- - Sir,  no  man 

living  iliall  command  me.- 

Gov.  Sir,  you  lhall  find  that  here  in  Lijhon  I  will : 
I’m  every  hour  follow’d  with  complaints  of  your  beha¬ 
viour  from  men  of  almoil  all  conditions ;  and  my  au¬ 
thority,  which  you  prefume  will  bear  you  out,  becaufe" 
you  are  my  nephew,,  no  longer  fhall  proteT  you  nov/ : 
expedc  vour  next  diforder  to  be  punilh’d  with  as  much  > 
fev'erity,  as  his  that  is  a  ffranger  to  my  blood. 

D.  Du.  Punifli  me  1  you,  nor  your  office,  dare  not  do’t. 

Gonj.  !  luftice  dares  do  any  thing  flie  ought. ^ 

Brother,' this  brutal  temper  mull  be  call  off: " 
when  you  can  mailer  that,  you  ffiall  gladly  command  my 
fortune.  But  if  you  ilill  perlill,  expeamy  prayers  and  vows 
for  your  converfion  only  ;  but  never  means,  or  favour. 

D.  Du.  Fire  I  and  furies!  I’m  tutor’d  here  like  a 
mere  fchool-boy  1  w^omen  ffiall  judge  of  injuries  in  ho¬ 
nour  1 - For'you,  lir - 1  was  born  free,  and  will 

not  curb  my  fpirit,  nor  is  it  for  your  authority  to  tempt* 
it  :  give  me  the  ufage  of  a  man  of  honour,  or  tis  not 

your  government  ffi.all  protea  you.  ,  \_Exit<,^ 

Go-v.  I  am  forry  to  fee  this,  niece,  for  your  fake. 

El‘v.  Wou’d  he  were  not  my  brother. 

E7it£r  Don  Manuel,  ^vith  Angelina. 

D.  Man.  Divide  the  fpoil  amongll  you  :  this  fair  cap¬ 
tive  1  only  challenge  for  myffelf. 
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Go^o.  Ha  !  fome  prize  brought  in. 

‘  Sail.  Sir,  ihe’s  yours;  you  fought,  and  well  deferveher,* 

Go--v.  Noble  Don  Manuel !  welcome  on  fliorc  !  1  fee  you 
aie  fortunate;  for  1  prefume  that’s  fome  uncommon  prize. 

D.  Man.  She  is  indeed - Thefe  ten  years  I  have 

known  the  feas,  and  many  rough  engagements  there  ; 
but  never  faw  fo  fmall  a  bark  fo  long  defended,  with  fuch 
incredible  valour,  and  by  two  men  fcarce  arm’d  too. 

Go^.  Is’tpoflible! 

D.  Man.  Nay,  and  their  contempt  of  death,  when 
taken,  exceeds  even  all  they  afted  in  their  freedom. 

Gou,  Pray,  tell  us,  hr. 

_  D.  Man.  When  they  were  brought  aboard  us,  both 
difarm’d  and  ready  to  be  fetter’d,  they  look’d  as  they 
had  fworn  never  to  take  the  bread  of  bondage,  and  on 
a  fudden  fnatching  up  their  fwords,  (the  younger  taking 
hrft  from  this  fair  maid  a  farewel  only  with  his  eyes) 
both  leapt  into  the  fea. 

Go-o.  ’Tis  wonderful  indeed. 

D.  Man.  It  wrought  fo  much  upon  me,  had  not  oui* 
own  fafety  hinder’d,  (at  that  time  a  great  hiip  purfu- 
ing  us)  I  wou’d  in  charity  have  ta’en  ’em  up,  and  with 
their  lives  they  ihould  have  had  their  liberty. 

Ang.  Too  late,  alas  !  they’re  loft  !  (Heart- wounding 

thought  !  for  ever  loft  ! - 1  now  am  friendlefs,  mifer- 

able,  and  a  Have. 

T>.Man.  Take  comfort,  fair  one,  perhaps  you  yet  again 
may  fee  ’em  :  they  were  not  quite  a  league  from  ftiore, 
and  with  fuch  ftrength  and  courage  broke  through  the 
rolling  waves,  they  cou’d  not  fail  of  life  and  fafety. 

Ang.  In  that  laft  hope,  I  brock  a  wretched  being  : 
but  if  they’re  dead,  my  woes  will  find  fo  many  doors  to 
let  out  life,  I  (hall  not  longfurvive  ’em. 

El-v.  Alas !  poor  lady  !  come,  fir,  mifery  but  weeps 
the  more,  when  Ihe  is  gaz’d  on - we  trouble  her. 

Go^j.  I  wait  on  you  :  your  fervant,  fir. - 

\Exeunt  Elv.  and  Gov. 

'Ey.  Man.  Now,  my  fair  captive,  tho’  I  confefs  you 
beaudful,  yet  give  me  leave  to  own  my  heart  has  long 
been  in  another’s  keeping  ;  therefore  the  favour  I  am 
•  bout  to  afk,  you  may  at  leaft  hear  with  fafety. 

An^. 
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Ang.  This  has  engag’d  me,  fir,  to  hear. 

D.  Man.  Tliefe  three  years  have  I  honourably  lov’d 
a  noble  lady,  her  name  Louifa,  the  beauteous  niece  of 
great  Ferraras  duke;  her  perfon  and  fortune  uncon- 
trol’d,  foie  midrefs  of  herfclf  and  me,  who  long  have 
languilh’d  in  an  hopelefs  conftancy.  Now  I  perceive, 
in  all  your  language,  and  your  looks,  a  foft’ning  power, 
nor  can  a  fuit  by  you  promoted  be  deny’d  :  therefore  I 
wou’d  awhile  intreat  your  leave  to  recommend  you,  as 
her  companion,  to  this  lady’s  favour  :  and  (as  I  am  fure 
you’ll  foon  be  near  her  clofelt  thoughts)  if  you  can 
think  upon  the  honeft  courtefies  I  hitherto  have  fliewn 
your  modefty,  and  in  your  happy  talk,  but  name  with 
any  mark  of  favour  me,  or  my  unweary’d  love,  ’twould 
be  a  generous  acfl  wou’d  fix  me  ever  grateful  to  its  memory. 

Ang.  Such  poor  afllftance,  fir,  as  one  difirefs’d  like 
me,  can  give,  ihall  willingly  be  paid  :  ‘  if  I  can  fteal 
‘  but  any  thoughts  from  my  own  misfortunes,  reft  afiiir’d, 

‘  they’ll  be  employ’d  in  healing  yours,’ 

D.  Man.  i’ll  fiudy  to  deferve  this  goodnefs  ;  for  the 
prefent,  think  my  poor  houfe  your  own  ;  at  night  I’ll 
wait  on  you  to  the  lady,  ’till  when  I  am  your  guard. 

Ang.  You  have  bound  me  to  your  fervice - 

[Exeiait  D.  Manuel  Angelina. 
The  SCENE  changes  to  a  churchy  the  njefpers  Juppos' d 
to  be  jufi  ended,  feojeral  n.valking  out.  Qdcrlos  and  Don 
J^ewis  rijing  near  Louifa  and  Honoria.  Louifa  ob- 
feruing  Carlos. 

Hon.  Come,  madam,  lhall  we  walk  out  ?  The  croud’s 
pretty  well  over  now. 

Lou.  But  then  that  melancholy  foftnefs  in  his  look  ! 

[Yo  her f elf, 

Hon.  Coufin  !  Donna  Louifa  ! 

Lou.  Ev’n  in  his  devotions  too,  fuch  graceful  adora¬ 
tion- - fo  fweet  a - 

Hon.  Coufin,  will  you  go  ? 

Lou.  Plhaw,  time  enough - Prithee  let’s  walk  a 

little  this  way. 

Hon.  What’s  the  matter  with  her  ? 

\frhej  ^valk  from  D.  Lewis  and  Carlos. 

Car, 
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Car.  To  what  are  we  referv’d  !  _ 

D.  Le^.  For  no  good,  I  am  afraid - -  My  iH 

luck  don’t  ufe  to  give  over,  when  her  hand’s  in  ;  Ihc’s 

always  in  hade- - One  misfortune  generally  comes 

galloping  in  upon  the  back  of  another— — Drowning 
we  have  efcap’d  miraculoufly  ;  wou’d  the  fear  of  hang¬ 
ing  were  over  too;  our  being  fo  drangely  fav'd  from  one, 
fmells  damnable  rank  of  the  other.  Tho’  I  am  oblig’d 
to  thee,  Carlos,  for  what  life  I  have,  and  I’ll  thank 
tliee  for’t,  if  ever  I  fet  foot  upon  my  edate  again  :  raith, 
Iwasjudgone;  if  thou  hadd  not  taken  me  upon  thy 
back  the  lad  hundred  yards,  by  this  time  I  had  been 

food  for  herrings  and  rnackrel - - but  it’s  pretty  well 

as  it  is  ;  for  there  is  not  much  difference  betw'een  darving 

and  drowning - all  in  good  time — we  are  poor  enough 

in  confcience,  and  I  don’t  know  but  two  days  more 
fading,  might  really  make  us  hungry  too. 

Lou.  They  are  drangers  then,  and  feem  in  fome  ne- 
ceffity.  \^Ajlde. 

Car.  Thefe  are  light  wants  to  me,  I  find  ’em  none,, 
when  weigh’d  with lofs;  when  I  refleft  on 
her  didrefs,  the  hardfhips  and  the  cries  of  helplefs 
bondage  ;  the  infolent,  the  deaf  defires  of  men  in  power  ; 
O  !  I  cou’d  wiiL  the  fate  that  fav’d  us  from  the  ocean’s 
fury,  in  kinder  pity  of  our  love’s  didrefs,  had  bury’d  us 
in  one  wave  embracing. 

Lou.  How  tenderly  he  talks !  this  were  indeed  a 
lover !  \^Afide. 

D.  Le^M.  A  mod  unhappy  lofs  indeed!  but  come,  don’t 
defpair,  boy  ;  the  fhip  that  took  us  was  a  Portuguefe,  of 
IJjhon  too,  1  believe  ;  who  knows  but  fome  way  or  other 
w'e  may  hear  of  her  yet  ?  Come  don’t  be  melancholy. 

‘  Car.  In  that  poor  hope’ I  live - O  thou  dread 

*  pow'er  !  dupendous  Author  of  univerfal  being,  and  of  thy 
'  wondrous  works,  that  virgin  wife,  the  mader-piece,  look 
'  down  upon  her  ;  let  the  bright  virtues  of  her  untainted 
‘  mind,  fue  for,  and  proteft  her:  O  let  her  youth,  her 
‘  fpotlefs  innocence,  towhich  all  paffiges  in  Heaven  dand 

*  open,  appear  before  thy  throne  didreis’d,  and  meet  fome 

*  miracle  to  fave  her. 

‘  Leu.  V/ho  would  not  die,  to  be  fo  pray’d  for  ?  \_AJlde. 

*  D.  Leav. 
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*  D.  Le^v.  Faith,  Carlos,  thou  hart  prsy’d  heartily, 

*  I’ll  fay  that  for  thee  ;  fo  that  if  any  good  fortune  will 
‘  pay  us  a  vifit,  we  are  ready  to  receive  her  now,  as  foon 
‘  as  Ihepleafes,  Come  don’t  be  melancholy.’ 

Car.  Have  I  not  caufe  ?  were  not  my  force  of  faith 
fuperior  to  my  hopelefs  reafon,  I  could  not  bear  the 
iniults  of  my  fortune  ;  but  I  have  rais’d  myfelf,  by 
elevated  faith,  as  fir  above  defpair,  as  reafon  lifts  me 
from  the  brute. 

D.  Le^j.  Why  now,  would  not  this  make  any  one 
weep,  to  hear  a  young  man  talk  fo  finely,  v/hen  he  is 
almort  familh’d 

Lou.  What  are  you  faying,  confin  ?  ' 

Hon.  I  wou’d  have  faid,  madam,  but  you  wou’d  not 
hear  me. 

Lou.  Prithee  forgive  me,  I  was  in  the  oddert  thought: 
let’s  walk  a  little.  I’ll  have  him.  dogg’d.  Jaq^ues  / 

\JVhifpers .'\  ‘  V/hat  v/as’t  you  afk'd  me,  coufin  ? 

‘  Hon.  The  reafon  of  your  averfion  to  Manuel  P 
‘  you  know  he  loves  you. 

‘  Lou.  1  hate  his  love. 

‘  Hon.  But  why,  pray  ?  you  know  ’tis  honourable,  and 

fo  is  his  family  ;  nor  is  his  fortune  lefs :  I  rtiould  think, 

‘  the  more  definable,  becaufe  his  courage  and  his  conduft 
‘  on  the  feas  have  rais’d  it ;  nay,  with  all  this,  he’s  ex- 

*  tremely  model!;  too. 

‘  Lou.  Therefore,  I  might  hate  him. 

‘  Hon.  For  his  modefty  ? 

‘  Lou.  Is  any  thing  fo  rteepy,  fo  flat,  and  infupporta- 
‘  ble,  as  a  modell  lover? 

‘  Hon.  Wou’d  you  bear  impudence  in  a  lover? 

*  Lou.  I  don’t  know  ;  it’s  more  tolerable  in  a  man,  than 
‘  the  woman  ;  and  there  murt  be  impudence  on  the  one 
‘  fide,  before  they  can  both  come  to  a  right  under ftanding. 

‘  Hon.  Why,  what  will  you  have  him  do  ? 

*  Lou.  That’s  a  very  home  queftion,  coufin;  but,  if 
‘  I  lik’d  him,  I  could  tell  you. 

*  Hon.  SuppofeyoLi  did  like  him  ? 

*  Lou.  Then  I  would  not  tell  you. 

‘  Hon.  Why  ? 

‘  Lou.  ’Caufe  I  fhould  have  more  dlfcretion. 
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‘  Hon.  Blefs  me  !  fare  you  would  not  do  any  thing' 
‘  you  would  be  afham’d  to  tell  ? 

‘  Lou.  That’s  true  ;  but  if  one  fhou’d,  you  know, 

*  twou’d  be  filly  to  tell.  No  woman  would  be  fond  of 
‘  lhame,  fure 

‘  Hon.  But  there’s  no  avoiding  it  in  a  fhameful  aftion. 
‘  Lou.  Don’t  be  pofitive. 

‘  Hon.  All  your  friends  would  fhun  you,  point  at  you. 

*  Lou.  And  yet  you  fee  there’s  a  world  of  friendlhip 

*  and  good  breeding  among  all  the  women  of  quality. 

‘  Hon.  Suppofe  there  be  ? 

‘  Lou.  Why  then,  I  fuppofe,  that  a  great  many  of  them 

*  are  mightily  hurry ’d  in  the  care  of  their  reputation. 

‘  Hon.  So  you  concl  ude,  that  a  woman  doing  an  ill  thing, 
‘  does  herfelf  no  harm,  while  her  reputation’s  fafe. 

^  Lou.  It  does  not  do  her  fo  much  harm ;  and,  of  two 

*  evils,  I’m  always  for  chufing  tJie  leaft. 

‘  Hon.  What  need  you  chufe  either  ? 

‘  Lou.  Becaufe  I  have  a  vaft  fortune  in  my  own  hands, 

*  and  love  dearly  to  do  what  I  have  a  mind  to. 

‘  Hon.  Why  won’t  you  marry  then  ? 

‘  Lou.  Becaufe  then  I  muil  only  do  as  my  hulband  has 

*  a  mind  to  ;  and  I  hate  to  be  govern’d :  on  my  foul,  I 
‘  would  not  marry,  to  be  an  Englijhwi^e  ;  not  but  the  dear 
‘  jolting  of  a  Hackney  coach,  and  an  eafy  hufband,  are 
‘  ilrange  temptations  ;  but  from  the  cold  comfort  of  a  fine 

*  coach  with  fprings,  and  a  dull  hufband  with  none,  good 
'  Lord  deliver  me  :  but  then,  the  infolence  of  ours  is  in- 
'  fupportable,  becaufe  the  nally  law  gives  ’em  a  power 

*  over  us,  which  nature  never  defign’d  ’em.  For  my  part, 
‘  I  had  rather  be  in  love  all  days  of  my  life,  than  marry, 

‘  Hon,  That  is,  you  had  rather  bear  the  difeafe,  than 
‘  have  the  cure. 

‘  Lou.  Marriage  is  inded  a  cure  for  love  ;  but  love’s  a 

*  difeafe  I  wou’d  never  be  cur’d  of;  therefore,  no  more 

*  phyfick  dear  coufm  ;  no  more  hufbands - 1  hate  your 

*  bitter  draughts - not  but  I’m  afraid  I  am  a  little 

*  feverilh - you’ll  think  me  mad 

*  Hon.  What’s  the  matter  ?’ 

Lou.  Did  you  obferve  thofe  Grangers  that  have  walk’d 
by  us. 
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Hon,  Not  much  ;  but  what  of  them  ? 

Lch,  Did  yon  hear  nothing  of  their  talk  ? 

Hon.  1  think  I  did  ;  one  of ’em,  the  younger,  feem’d 
concern’d  tor  a  loft  miftrefs. 

Lou.  Ay,  but  fo  near,  fo  tenderly  concern’d,  his  looks, 
as  well  as  words,  fpeaking  an  inward  grief,  that  could 
not  (low  from  ev'ery  common  paftion  :  I  muft  know  more 
of  him. 

Hon.  What  do  you  mean  ? 

Lou.  - Muft  fpeak  to  him. 

Hon.  By  no  means. 

Lou.  Why,  you  fee  they  are  ftrangers,  I  believe  in  feme 
necefiity  ;  and  fince  they  feem  not  born  to  beg  relief,  to 
ofter  it  unaflc’d,  would  add  fome  merit  to  the  charity. 

Hon.  Coniider. 

Lou.  I  hate  it - fir - fir - . 

D.  Lexu.  Would  you  fpeak  with  me,  madam? 

Lou.  If  you  pleafe,  with  your  friend - ^not  to  inter¬ 

rupt  you,  ftr. 

Car.  Your  pleafure,  lady? 

Lou.  You  feem  a  ftranger,  fir. 

Car.  A  moft  unfortunate  one. 

Lou.  If  I  am  not  deceiv’d,  in  v/ant :  pardon  my  free¬ 
dom - if  I  have  err’d,  as  freely  tell  me  fo  ;  if  not,  as 

earneft  of  your  better  fortune,  this  trifle  fues  for  your 
acceptance. 

D.  Low.  Take  it,  boy.  / 

Car.  A  bounty  fo  unmerited,  and  from  an  hand  un- 
knov/n,  fills  me  with  furprife  and  wonder  :  but  give  me 
leave,  in  honefty,  to  warn  you,  lady,  of  a  too  heedlefs 
purchafe  ;  for  if  you  mean  it  as  the  bribe  to  any  evil  you 
would  have  me  pradtife,  be  not  offended,  if  I  dare  not 
take  it. 

‘  Lou.  How  affably  he  talks !  how  chafte  !  how  inno- 

‘  cent  his  thought !  he  muft  be  won  ! - \_JJide.'] - ’ 

You  are  too  fcrupulous  ;  I  have  no  hard  defigns  upon 

your  honefty - only  this - be  wife  and  cautious, 

if  you  fliould  follow  me’;  I  am  obferv’d,  farewell.  Jaques  ! 

— - Will  you  walk,  coufin  ?  . [  JVhifpers  J aq u es .  ] 

- and  bring  me  word  immediately - 1  am  going 

home*..  \_Exeunt  I.ou.  aiid  Hon. 

D. 
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'D.  Len.v.  IjcEs  fee,  odiheart !  follow  her,  man— - 

why,  ’tis  all  geld  ! 

Car.  Difpofe  it  as  you  pleafe. 

D.  Lc-zu.  I’ll  hrll:  have  a  better  title  to’t.—— No,  ^t’;6 

all  thine,  boy - 1  hold  an  hundred  pilloles  file’s  fome 

great  fortune  in  love  with  you - 1  fay,  follow  her — 

lince  you  have  loll  one  v/ife  before  you  had  her,  I’d  have 
you  make  fure  of  another  before  you  lofe  her. 

Car.  Fortune,  indeed,  has  diipofiefs’d  her  of  my  per- 
fon  ;  but  her  firm  title  to  rny  heart,  not  all  the  lubtle 
arts  or  laws  of  lo\’e  can  fliake  or  violate. 

D.  Zeza.  Prithee  follow  her  now!  methinks  I’d  fain 
fee  tliee  in  bed  with  fome  body  before  I  die. 

Car.  Be  not  fo  poor  in  tliought  ;  let  me  in  treat  you 
rather  to  employ  ’em,  fir,  with  mine,  in  fearch  of 
^e.Vvi^’s  fortune. 

D.  Lt^zv.  Well,  dear  Carlos,  don’t  diide  me  now» 
I  do  love  thee,  and  I  will  follow  thee.  S^Exeunt. 

SCENE  the  Street.  Enter  Antonio  and  Charino.  . 

Ant.  You  heard  wliat  tlie  failor  faid,  brother,,  fuch  a 
flip  has  put  in  here,  and  fuch  perfons  were  taken  in  it. 
Therefore  my  advice  is,  immediately  to  get  a  warrant 
-from  the  government  to  fearch  and  take  ’em  up  where- 
ever  we  can  f  nd  ’em. 

Cha.  Sir,  you  mull:  not  tell  me — I  won’t  be  chous’d 
of  my  daughter;  I  fhall  expedl  her,  fir;  if  not.  I’ll 
take  my  courfe  ;  I  know  the  law.  \JValks  about. 

Ant.  You  really  have  a  great  deal  of  dark  wit,  bro¬ 
ther  ;  but  if  you  know  any  courfe  better  than  a  war¬ 
rant  to  fearch  for  her,  in  the  name  of  wifdom,  take  it; 

if  not,  here’s  my  oath,  and  yours,  and - how  now>. 

where’s  Clady,  ? - oh,  here  he  comes - - 

Enter  QXodSo,  fear  chi  ng  his  pockets. 

How  now  1  what’s  the  matter,  boy  I 

Clo.  Ay,  it’s  gone,  fplit  me. 

Ant.  What’s  the  matter  ^Louder-. 

Clo.  The  bell  joint  in  chriftendoni. 

Ant.  Clcdy  ! 

Clo.  Sir,  I  have  loll  myfnnft-box. 

Ant.  Plhaw,  a  trifle  ;  get  thee  another,  man. 

Clo  Sir,  ’tis  not  to  be  had - belides,  I  dare  not  fiiew 
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my  face  at  Paris  without  it.  What  do  you  think  her 
grace  will  fay  to  me  ? 

Cha.  Well,  upon  fecond  thoughts,  I  am  content  to 
fearch. 

Clo.  I  have  fearched  all  my  pockets  fifty  times  over, 
to  no  purpol’e. 

Cha.  Pockets  ! 

Clo.  It’s  impofiible  to  fellow  it,  but  in  Paris - I’ll 

go  to  Paris,  fplit  me.  \_AJide. 

Cha.  To  Paris  !  why  you  don’t  fuppofe  my  daughter’s 
there,  fir  I 

Clo.  I  don’t  know  but  flie  may,  fir  :  but  I  am  furethey 
make  the  beft  joints  in  Europe  there. 

Cha.  Joints  ! - my  Ion -in-law  that  ihou’d  ha.ve 

been,  feems  llrangely  alter’d  for  the  worfe.  But  come, 
let’s  to  the  governor. 

Clo.  I’ll  have  it  cry’d,  faith  ;  or,  if  that  won’t  do,  I 
have  alucky  thought ;  I’ll  offer  thirty  piftoles  to  the  finder, 
in  the  Paris  Gazette,  in  pure  compliment  to  the  favours 
of  Madam  la  Duche/s  de - Mum.  I’ll  do’t,  faith..  . 

Ant.  Come  along,  Clody.  \_Exeunt  Ant.  and  Charino. 

Clo.  Sir,  I  mull;  look  a  little,  I’ll  follow  you  prefently ; 
my  poor  pretty  box  !  ah,  plague  o’  my  fea-voyage. 

Enter  a  fernjant  hajlily  njjith  a  flambeaux . 

.  Seraj.  By  your  leave,  fir,  my  mailer’s  coming;  pray, 
fir,  clear  the  way. 

Clo.  Hal  wiry  thou  art  pert,  my  love;  prithee,  who 
is  thy  mailer,  child  ! 

Sernj.  The  valiant  Don  Dicart,  fir;  nephew  to  the 
governor  of  Lijlon. 

Clo.  Well,  child,  and  what.?'  does  he  eat  every  man 
he  meets ! 

Sera).  No,  fir,  but  he  challenges  every  man  that  takes  the 
wall  of  him,  and  always  fends  me  before  to  clear  the  wav. 

Clo.  Ha  !  a  pretty  harmiefs  humour  that  ?  Is  this  he, 

! - you  may  look  as  terrible  as  you  pleafe,  I  mull 

banter  you,  fplit  me,  \_AJide, 

Enter  Don  D^?iX\.,.Jialking  up  to  Clodio.. 

D.  Du.  Do  you  know  me,  fir  ! 

Clo.  Hey  !  ho  !  \Looks  carclejly  on  him,  and  gapes  ^ 

D.  Du.  Do  you  know  me,  fir.?* 

Clo. 
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Clo.  You  did  not  fee  my  fnuff-box,  fir,  did  you  ? 

D.  Du.  Sir,  in  Lijbon  no  man  afks  me  a  quefiion  co- 
▼er’d.  [^Strikes  Clodio’j  Now  you  know  me. 

^  Clo.  Perfectly  well,  fir. — Hi !  hi !  1  like  you  migh¬ 
tily - ^^ou  are  not  a  bully,  hr  ? 

D.  Du.  You  are  faucy,  friend. 

Clo.  Ay,  it’s  a  way  I  have,  after  I’m  affronted'^—— 

Thou  art  really  the  moll  extraordinary---umph - that 

ever  1  met  with !  now,  hr,  do  you  know  me,  fplit  me  ? 

D.  Du.  Know  thee !  take  that,  peafant ! 

\^Strikes  him,  and  both  dra^v» 

Cio.  I  can’t,  upon  my  foul,  hr ;  allons  !  now  we  fliall 
come  to  a  right  underltanding.  {They  fights 

Ser^.  Help  !  murder  !  help  ! 

Clo.  Allons!  to  our  better  acquaintance,  hr;  ahah  ! 
[D.  Du.  falls.]  he  has  it !  never  pulh’d  better  in  my 
life,  never  in  my  life,  fplit  me. 

Ser'u.  O  !  my  mafter’s  kill’d  !  help  ho  !  murder  help ! 

Clo.  Hey  !  why  faith,  child,  that’s  very  true  as  thou 
fay’ll,  and  fo  the  devil  take  the  hindmoft.  [Exit  Clodio. 

Enter  Ojjicers. 

ill  Ofi.  How  now !  who’s  that  cries  murder  >. 

Ser<u.  O,  my  mailer’s  murder’d;  fome  of  you  follow 
me,  this  way  he  took  !  let’s  after  him - help  !  mur¬ 
der  !  help  !  [Exit 

zdOffi.  Don  Duart. 

ill  Ofi.  So,  pride  has  got  a  fall;  he  has  paid  for’t 
now  ;  you  have  met  with  your  match,  faith,  fir.  Come, 
let’s  carry  the  body  to  the  good  lady  his  filler  Donna 
El-olra  ;  you  purfue  the  murderer.  I’ll  warrant  him  fome 
civil  gentleman  ;  ye  need  not  make  too  much  halle,  for 
if  he  does  ’fcape,  ’tis  no  great  matter - Come  along. 

[Ex emit  <with  the  body. 

Enter  Carlos  and  Don  Lewis. 

D.  Lew.  Come  along,  Carlos,  I’m  lure  ’tis  Ihe  by 
^keir  defcription  ;  and  if  that  brawny  dog,  the  captain, 
has  plaid  her  no  foul  play,  llie  flian’t  want  ranfom,  if 
all  my  ellate  can  purchafe  it. 

Car.  Now  fortune  guide  us. 

Enter  Jaques  Bravoes,  ^ith  a  chair. 

Jaques.  That’s  he,  the  tallell - befure  you  fpare 

his 
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his  perfon - only  force  him  into  this  chair,  and  carry 

him  as  dire<5led. 

'  ill  Bfa.  What  mull  be  done  with  the  old  fellow  ? 

Jaques.  We  mull  have  him  too,  lell  he  Ihould  dog  the 
other,  and  be  troublefome.  If  he  won’t  come  quietly, 

bring  him  anyhow. - Follow  foftly,  we  lhall  fnap 

’em  as  they  turn  the  corner. 

A  noife  cf  follonjj ,  &c.  Enter  Clodio  hajiily  from  the  other 

fde. 

Clo.  Ah  !  Pox  of  their  nofes  !  the  dogs  have  fmelt 
me  out  1  what  lhall  I  do  ?  if  they  take  me,  I  lhall  be 

bang’d,  fplit  me  ! - ha  !  a  door  open  !  faith  i’ll  in 

at  a  venture  '[Exit. 

Ee-enter  Bravoes  nuith  Carlos  in  a  chair ,  fome  haling  in 

Don  Lewis. 

D.  Lemo.  O  my  poor  boy  Carlos! - Carlos 

help  !  murder  ! 

\Ji  Bra.  Hold  your  peace,  fool,  if  you’d  be  well  us’d. 
I).  Lenjo.  Sir,  I  will  not  hold  my  peace;  dogs  !  rogues  I 
villains  !  help  !  murder  ! 

\fi.  Bra.  Nay,  then  by  your  leave,  old  gentleman. 

•T - So,  bring  him  along. 

D.  L  ,e^-w.  Aw  !  aw  !  aw  !  \X^^y  carry 

hi 771  head  and  heels.  Exeunt. 
SCENE  a  chamber,  Elvira  and  her  fer-vant  n,vith 

lights. 

Eloj.  Is  not  my  brother  come  home  yet  ? 

Sei'oj.  I  have  not  feen  him,  madam. 

Eh>.  Go  and  feek  him  ;  every  where — I’ll  not  red 
till  you  return  ;  take  away  your  lights  too  ;  for  my  de¬ 
votions  are  written  in  my  heart,  and  I  lhall  read  ’em 
without  a  taper.  [Exeunt fern; ants. 

Enter  Clodio  fealing  in. 

Clo.  Ah  !  poor  Clody  !  what  will  become  of  thee  ?  thy 
condition,  I’m  afraid,  is  but  very  indifferent — follow’d 
behind !  dopt  before  !  and  befet  on  both  fides  !  ah ! 
poxo’my  wit  I  I  mud  be  bantering,  mud  I  ?  but  let  me 

lee  !  where  ami!  an  odd  fort  of  an  houfe  this - all 

the  doors  open,  and  no  body  in’t !  no  noife  1  no  whifper ! 
no  deg  dirring. 


■>  Elv. 
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Elv,  Who’s  that  ? 

CIo.  Ha  !  a  woman’s  voice. 

Elv.  Who  are  you  ?  Who  waits  there  ?  Stcphano  !  yulia! 

Clc.  Gadfo  !  ’tis  the  lady  of  the  hcul'e  ;  llie  can’t  fee 
Tny  unfortunate  face  however.  Faith,  I’ll  e’en  make  a  • 
grave  fpeech,  tell  her  my  cafe,  and  beg  her  protedlion. 

El'V.  Speak !  what  are  you  } 

do.  Madam,  a  mod  unfortunate  young  gentleman. 

El'j.  I  am  fure  you  are  a  man  of  mod  ill  manners,  to 
preis  thus  boldly  to  my  private  chamber.  Whither  ■ 
v/cxu’d  you  ?  What  want  you  ?  > 

Clo.  Gracious  madam,  hear  me  ;  I  am  a  dranger 

mod  unfortunate,  and  my  didrefs  has  made  me  rudely 

■«  *  * 

prcfs  for  your  proteflion  :  if  you  refufe  it,  madam,  I 

am  undone  fur  ecer  by - 1  fay,  madam.,  I  am  utterly 

undone  !  Twas  coming,  faith  !  \_Af,de, 

Eh’.  Alas  !  ills  fear  confounds  him.  W’hat  is’t  pur- 
fues  you,  fir  ^ 

Clc.  An  outcry  of  ofncers ;  the  law’s  at  my  heels,  ma¬ 
dam,  tho’  judice  I’m  not  afraid  of. 

Ehj.  Flow  could  you  odend  the  one,  and  not  the  other  ? 

Clo.  Being  provok’d,  madam,  by  the  infolence  of  my 
enemy,  in  my  own  defence,  I  jud  now  left  him  dead  in 
the  dreet.  I  am  a  very  young  man,  madam,  and  I  would 
not  willingly  be  hang’d  in  a  drange  countiy,  methinks  ; 
which  I  ceitainly  lhail  be,  unlets  your  tender  charity  '■ 

proteas  me - Gad,  I  have  a  rare  tongue,  I  Jiave  a 

rare  tongue,  faith _  [Jfide. 

'  Ehu.  Poor  wretch,  I  pity  him  ! 

Clo.  Madam,  your  houfe  is  now  my  only  fanffuary, 
my  altar;  therefoie  I  beg  you,  upon  my  knees,  ma¬ 
dam,  take  pity  rf  a  poor  bleeding  viftim. 

F'/V.  Are  you  a  CajUlian?  1 

Clo.  No,  madam,  I  was  born  in — in — in — wdiat  d’ve 
call’urn---in - 

Elu.  Nay,  I  alk  not  with  pnrpofe  to  betray  you  ; 
were  ycu  ten  thnufand  times  a  Spaniard,  the  ncaion  we 
Eortngnefc  mod  hate,  in  fuch  didiels,  I  yet  would  give 
you  my  proteftion. 

do.  May  I  depend  upon  you,  madam?  am  I  fafe  ? 

Ehj.  Safe  as  my  power,  my  word,  or  vow  can  make  j 

you ;  J 
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Ton  ;  enter  that  door,  which  leads  you  to  a  clofet  ; 
fhould  the  officers  come,  as  you  expeft,  they  owe  fuch 
rev’^erence  to  my  lodgings,  they  11  fearch  no  further  than 
my  leave  invites  ’em. 

Clo.  D’ye  think,  madam,  you  can  perfuade  ’em  ? 

Elv.  Fear  not.  I’ll  warrant  you  ;  away  ! 

C/ij.  T,  ne  breath  of  g’ods,  and  eloquence  of  angels, 
go  along  with  you/  ^Exit, 

Eh.  Alas  ?  who  knows  but  that  the  charity  I  afford 
this  ftranger,  perhaps  my  brother,  elfewliere,  may  Hand 
in  need  of.  Flow  he  trembles  !  I  hear  his  breath  come 
Ihort,  h’ther.  Be  of  comfort,  fir,  once  more  I  give 
you  my  folemn  promife  for  your  fafety.  ^ 

Enter  fer'V ant  and  officers.,  uslth  Don  Duart’s  body. 
Serv.  Iderc,  bring  in  the  body - O  !  madam,  my 


Serz>. 

Iderc 

mailer’s 

kill’d 

El-a. 

What 

Ser-o. 

Your 

Duart's 

dead ; 

Ser^-o.  Your  brother,  madam,  my  maker,  young  Don 
Duch't  s  dea.d  5  he  juft  noiv  qufrrcll’d  wsth  a  gentleman, 
who  unfortunately  kill’d  him  in  the  llreet. 

E.h.  Ah  me  ! 

are  inform’d,  madam,  that  the  murderer 
was  feen  to  enter  this  lioufe,  which  made  us  prefs  into 
it  to  apprehend  him.. 

El-u.  Oh! 

SeriJ.  Help,  ho,  my  lady  faints.  {Enter  t-ujo  maids , 
\Jl  O//.  Give  her  air,  fhc’Il  recover.  ^  [Clodio  in. 

Clo.  Hey  .1 - why,  wdiat  the  devil !  am  I  fafer  than 

I  would  be  nov/ ?-— Exaftiy - 1  have  rock’d  the  houfe 

to  an  hair - Juft  fo  I  did  at  Paris  too,  when  I  took  a 

lodging  at  a  bailiff’s  that  had  three  writs  again  ft:  me - - 

This  damn’d  cloffit  too  has  ne’er  a  chimney  to  creep  out 
at— Ah  !  poor  Clody  !  wou’d  thou  wert  fairly  in  a  Iftorin 
at  fea  again,  for  I’m  plaguily  afraid  thou  wert  not  born 
to  be  drown’d.  {Retires, 

Eh.  Stand  off,  my  for  rows  will  have  way ;  Omv  un¬ 
happy  brother!  fuch  an  end  as  this  thy  haughty  mind 
did  long  fnice  prophefy  !  and  to  increafe  my  mifery,  tiiy 
WTctched  filler  wilfully  mull  make  a  breach  of  what  fn'e 
h  13  vow’d,  or  thou  fall  unreveng’d.  ‘  Revenge  and 
‘  juilice  both  Hand  knocking  at  my  heart,  but  hofpitable 

‘  faith 
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‘  faith  has  barr’d  their  entrance  :  if  I  ihou’d  give  ’em 
‘  way,  I  am  forfworn  ;  if  not,  am  impious  to  a  brother’s^ 
‘  memory.  Is  there  no  means no  middle  path  of 
‘  fafety  left muft  I  proteft  my  brother’s  murderer  or 
break  a  folemn  vow,  on  which  another’s  life  depends  r’ 

Enter  Governor. 

Go^j.  Where’s  this  unhappy  fight Alas  !  he’s  gone 
paft  all  recovery.  Reproof  comes  now  too  late. 

^  El^v.  It  lhall  be  fo;  I’ll  take  the  lighter  evil  of  the 
two,  and  keep  the  folemn  vow  to  which  juft  Heaven 
was\vitnefs :  the  v.'ounds  of  perjury  never  can  be  cur’d, 
butjuftice  may  again  overtake  the  murderer,  when  no 

rafh  vows  proteA  him. 

Go'V.  Take  comfort,  niece. 

El-v.  O  forbear  ;  fearch  for  the  murderer,  and  rernove 
the  body  at  your  diferetion,  fir,  to  be  interr’d,  while  I 
flmt  out  the  ofFenfive  day,  and  here  in  folitude  indulge  my 
ferrovv  ;  therefore  I  beg  my  neareft  friends,  and  you,  my 
lord,  for  fome  few  days,  tofpare  your  charitable  vifits. 

Go-v.  I  grieve  for  your  misfortune,  niece;  but  fincc 
you’ll  have  it  fo,  we  take  our  leaves  ;  fai-evvel— Bring 

forth  the  body.  ■  r  >  r  j 

[Exeunt  Governor  nnd  Servants  the  body. 

Clo.  Hey  !  what,  are  they  gone  away  without  me  ? 
and  by  her  contrivance  too - Gadfo! 

Elv.  Whoe’er  thou  art,  to  whom  I’ve  given  means  of 
life,  to  let  thee  fee  with  what  religion  I  have  kept  my 
vc\v,  come  fearlefs  forth,  while  night’s  thy  friend,  and 
pafs  unknown. 

Clo.  If  this  is  not  love,  the  devil’s  in’t.  [Afide. 

Elv.  Fly  with  thy  utmoft  fpeed,  where  I  may  never 


fee  the  more. 

do.  Ay,  that’s  her  modefty.  ^  [AJide. 

El-v.  And  let  that  charitable  faith  thou  haft  found  in 
me,  perfuade  thee  to  atone  thy  crime  by  penitence. 
CAo.  Poor  foul  !  I  may  find  a  better  way  to  thank  thee 

for’t. 

El-u.  You  are  at  the  door  now,  farewel  for  ever. 

Clo.  Which  is  as  much  as  to  fay,  what  wou’d  I  give 

to  fee  you  again  r - All  in  good  time,  child - 

[Exeun^ . 
ACT 
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ACT.  IV. 


Enter  Don  Duart/«  his  night  gc^wn,  burgeon,  and  /errant  s» 


D.  Du.  /T  AY  I  venture  yet  abroad,  fir  ? 

j.VjL  ‘  Surg.  With  fafety,  lir,  your  wound 
was  nev'er  dangerous  ;  tho’  from  your  great  lofs  of 
‘  blood,  you  feem’d  awhile  without  figns  of  life. 

D.  Du.  Sir,  do  you  know  if  the  gentleman  that 
‘  wounded  me  be  in  cuiiodv  ? 

*  Surg.  He  was  never  taken,  fir,  nor  known  that  I 
*  could  hear  of. 


‘  p.  Du.  I  am  forry  for’t ;  for  could  I  find  him, 
‘  which  now  lhall  be  my  earnell;  care,  I  would  with  real 
fervices  acknowledge  him  my  bell  of  friends,  in  having 
proved  lo  fortunate  an  enemy ;  he  has  bellowed  on  me 
a  fecond  life,  which,  from  a  clearer  infight  of  myfelf, 
‘  will  teach  me  how  to  ufe  it  better  too.  How  does  my 
‘  filler  feem  to  bear  my  fortune  ? 

\Szirg.  1  never  knew  the  lofs  of  any  friend  lamented 
with  more  forrow  ;  llie  fullers  none  to  vifit  her,  nor  i^ 
'  Ihe  acquainted  with  your  recovery, 

D*  E>u.  I  would  not  have  her  yet,  nor  any  of  my 
'  friends  ;  no  raoidure  fooner  dries,  than  women’s  tears ; 
‘  and  tho’  I  am  apt  to  think  my  filler  honeil  in  her  for- 
‘  row,  yet  knowing  her  a  woman,  dill  I  am  refolv’d  to 
‘  make  a  further  trial  of  her  virtue. 


‘  Surg.  Sir,  you  may  command  my  fecrecy. 

‘  D.  Du.  I  thank  you,  fir,  ’twill  oblige  me— boy  ! 

‘  Sez^'V.  Sir. 

D.  Du.  Ho  you  think  you  know  again  the  gentle* 
‘  man  that  fought  me  ? 

*  Ser-u.  1  believe  I  may,  hr. 

‘  D.  Du.  I’d  have  you  fuJdenly  inquire  him  out ;  he 
*  feem’d,  by  his  report,  of  France^  or  England;  if  fo, 
'  you’ll  probably  find  him  in  fome  lewd  houfe  or  other, ' 

‘  Seri.;.  Rather  at  church,  fir ;  for  no  body  will  fufpea 
him  there.  ^ 


C 


D.  Du. 
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‘  D.  Du.  Seek  him  every  where;  come,  fir,  I  wait 
for  you.  \_Exeufit.* 

The  SCENE  changes  to  Louifa’j-  houj'e. 

‘  Eiitcr  Doji  Manuel  and  Angelina. 

-*•  D.  Man.  Now,  madam,  let  my  hard  fortune  teach 
^  you  a  little  to  endure  your  own.  You  fee  with  what 
'  fevere  neglect  Ihe  flill  receiv'^es  my  humble  love;  no- 
thing  1  fay,  or  do,  has  any  weight  or  motion  in  her 
thoughts  for  me. 

‘  J^ng.  You  are  too  diffident  of  your  fortune  ;  I  wotfd 
'  not  have  an  honeft  mind  defpair  ;  Ihe  feem’d,  indeed,  a 
^  little  carelefs  of  you-— you  gave  her  no  offence,  I’m 
^  confid'ent..  Seo,  here  Ihe  comes  ;  t^ke  heed  how'  you 
‘  difpleafe  her  by  an  impatient  Hay — Pray  go,  in  the 

*  mean  time  I’ll  think  of  you - indeed  1  will. 

'  D.  M^n.  I  am  yours  for  ever - '[Exeunt federally.' 

Emer  Louifa  and  jaques,  feruajits  njoaiting. 

Lou.  Were  they  both  leiz’d  ? 

'Jaq.  Both,  madam,  and  will  be  here  immediately, 
i  ran  before,  to-give  your  ladyfliip  notice. 

Lou.  You  know  my  orders;  when  they  are  enter’d, 
bar  all  the  doors,  and  on  your  lives  let  every  one  be 
Tnute>  as  I  diredled-— I  mult  retire  awhile.  [Exeunt. 
Enter  Bravoes,  ^vho  let  Carlos  cut  of  the  chair,  vehile 
ethers  thro^as  do=wn  Don  Lewis  gagged  and  bound. 

Car.  So,  gentlemen,  you  find  I’ve  net  refilled  you— - 
but  now  pray  let  me  know  my  crime  ?  Why  have  you 
brought  me  hither?  where  am  I?  if  inprifon,  look  in 
my  face,  perhaps  you  have  miitaken  me  for  another.  ‘ 
(Jaques  holds  up  his  lanthorn,  nods,  and  exit  nvith  the  ref. 
You  leem  to  know  me,  fir— —All  dumb,  and  vaniihM  ; 
my  fortune’s  humourous,  Ihe  fports  with  me. 

D.  Lc’vj.  Aw  !  aw  ! 

Car.  What’s  here  !  a  fellow  prifoncr  !  who  are  you  I 
D.  Le^v.  Aw  ]  aw  ! 

C  ar.  Do  you  (peak  no  other  language  ? 

D.  Le’iv.  Aw!  aw!  aw!  M^oitdcr. 

Car.  Nay,  that’s  the  fame. 

Ey.’Le^iv.  Oh  I  [Sighjjjg, 

Car.  Poor  wretch  1  I  am  afraid  he  would  fpeak  if  he 
cou’d. 
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Jstjues  and  fevnjants  nvith  lights^  nuho  velcaje 
Don  Lewis.] 

Sure  they  think  I  walk  in  my  fleep,  and  won’t  fpeak, 
Tor  fear  of  waking  me. 

D.  Levj.  Sir,  your  mod  humble  fervant;  and  now 
iny  tongue’s  at  liberty,  pray,  will  you  do  me  the  fa¬ 
vour  to  ihew  me  the  way  home  again  ? 

What  a  pox,  are  you  all  dumb  } -  {Exeunt  mutes. 

el  ,  fii,  and  p^ay  what  are  -■  ■■  ■■  ■  •“Carloj  !  ah  !  m\^ 

dear  boy  !  r  l-  ' 

fn  iKil/es  him, 

L«r.  My  uncle  !  nay  then  my  fortune  has  not  quite 
forfaken  me  !  how  came  you  hither,  firt 
D.  Le^v.  Faith,  like  n  corpfe  into  church,  boy,  with 
my  heels  foremolt ;  but  prithee  how  didft  thou  come  ?  ' 

Car.  You  faw  the  men  that  feiz’d  us  ,*  they  forc’d 
me  into  a  chair,  and  brought  me. 

D.  Levj.  Well,  but  a  pox  plague  ’em,  what  is  all  this- 
for  ?  what  wou’d  they  have  .? 

Car.  That  we  mud  wait  their  pleafure  to  be  inform’d 
of;  they  have  indeed  alarm’d  my  reafon,  not  my  con- 
icience  ;  that  s  liill  at  red,  fearlefs  of  any  danger. 

D.  Levj.  The  fons  of  whores  won’t  fpeak  neither. 
Hey  day]  what’s  to  be  done  now  ^ 

£'///^’rJaques,  andfer-vants  y^ith  a  banquet  y  ^vinCy  and  lights* 
Car.  More  riddles  yet  !  I  dream  fure. 

[Jaques  complinients  D.  Lewis  to  take  his  chair, 
D.  Forme?  Sir,  your  mod  humble  fervant ; 
[6’zVr.]  Carlos  !  lit  down,  bov.  * 

Ha  !  ha  !  ha  !  a  parcel  of  filiy  dumb  dogs !  is  this  all 
the  bufmefs  ?  puppies  !  did  they  think  I  wou’d  not  come 
to  fupper,  without  being  brought  neck  and  heels  to’t? 
Car.  Amazement  all  !  what  can  it  end  in? 

D-  Zf-w.  Never  trouble  thy  head,  prithee;  pox  of 

quedions ;  fall  to,  man - delicate  food  truly - - - - 

Here— -Dumb  !  prithee  give’s  a  glafs  of  wine,  to  wet 
the  way  a  little;  come,  Carlos,  here’s,  here’s' _ ho¬ 

ned  dumb’s  health  to  thee  :  [Drinks.]  Dumb’s  a  very  ho¬ 
ned  fellow,  faith.  [J  Flcurijh.]  [Claps  Jaques  the  head. 
Car.  What  harmony’s  this  ? 

D..Z^xv.  jRare  mufick  indeed  !  let’s  cat  and  hear  it. 


c:  2 


[Aludck  h  're. 
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Mighty  hne,  truly - 1  have  not  made  an  heartier  meal 

a  jrrcat  wliile- 

[//tVT  Jaques  a  night-go^vn  a7sd  cap  to  Don  I.>ewis. 
Weil,  and  what  s  to  do  now,  lad  ?  for  me,  boyr  Odfo  ! 
we  lie  here,  do  we  ? — mighty  well  that  again,  faith; 
(for  J  was  juft  thinking  to  go  home,  but  that  J  had 
ne’er  a  lodging  :)  nay,  I  always  faid  honeft  dumb  knew 
how  to  make  his  friends  welcome— Well,  but  it’s  time 
enough  yet,  ftian’t  we  crack  a  bottle  firft  ?  Carlos  is  me¬ 
lancholy.  [Jaques  pakes  his  headC^  What  !  that’s  as 

much  as  to  fay,  if  j  won’t  go,  1  flrall  be  carry’d - Sir, 

your  humble  fervant:  \_Puts  on  the  gown y]  Well,  Carlos, 
good  night,  fince  they  won’t  let  me  have  a  mind  to  ftay 
any  longer!  I’d  give  a  piftole  tho’,  to  know  what  this 
will  come  to  !-— -Dumb,  come  along. 

Car.  I’m  bury’d  in  amazement—*  Why  am  I  bufy’d 

*  thus  in  trifles,  having  fo  many  nearer  thoughts  that 

*  wound  my  peace. plays  again.]  Ha!  more  mu- 
fick  }  I  could  almoft  Hy,  ’twere  welcome  now. 

[^/ong  here  y.  which  eyided,  D.  Lewis  appears  above, 

D.  Lew.  So!  at  laft  I  have  grop’d  cut  a  window, 
that  will  let  me  into  the  fecret ;  now  if  any  foul  play 
ftiouldhappen,  lam  pretty  near  the  ftreettoo,and  can  bawl 
out  murder  to  the  watch - But  mum  J  the  door  opens ! 

Enter  Louifa. 

Hey !  ah  !  what  dull  rogues  were  we  not  to  fufpefl  this 

before  1 - Dumb’s  a  fly  dog  ;  ’tis  Ihe,  faith - turn, 

dum,  dum - here  will  be  fine  workup  re  fently,  toll,  dum, 

di,  dum - Now  I  fliall  fee  what  mettle  my  boy’s 

made  of ;  turn,  dura,  dum. 

Lou.  You  feem  amaz’d,  fir. 

Car.  Your  pardon,  lady,  ifl  confefs  It  raifes  much  my 
wonder,  why  a  ftranger,  friendlefs,  and  unknown,  fliould 
meet,  unmerited,  fuch  floods  of  courtefy  ;  for,  if  I  miftake 
not,  once  this  day  before,  I’ve  tailed  of  vour  bounty. 

Lou.  I  have  forgot  that ;  but  I  confefs' I  faw  you,' fir. 

Car.  Why  then  was  I  forc’d  hither  i  If  you  reliev’d  me 
only  from  a  loft  compalfion  of  my  fortune,  \'ou  cou’d 
not  taink  but  fuch  humanity  might,  on  the  flighteft  hint 
h  ive  drawn  me  to  be  grateful.  * 

Lou.  I  own  I  cou  d  not  truft  you  to  my  fortune  ;  I  knew 

not 
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not  but  Tome  other  might  have  feen  you — beride,  me- 
tuought  you  ipoke  lefs  kind  to  me  before. 

Car.  Ir  my  poor  thanks  were  oifer’d  in  too  plain  a 
dreE,  (as  I  confers,  I’m  little  p  a£\is’d  in  the  rules  of 
grac  d  behaviour)  rather  think  me  ignorant,  than  rude, 
and  pit/  what  you  cannot  pardon. 

Lou.  by  1  you  are  too  mudell - how  cou’d  you 

chuaige  yourfelf  with  Inch  a  thought?  I  fcarce  can  think 
».is  in  your  nature  to  be  rude - at  leall  to  our  fex. 

Car.  ’Twere  more  unpardonable  there. 

Lou.  Nay,  now  you  are  too  liridt  on  the  other  fide  ; 
for  tnere  may  happen  times,  when  what  the  world  calls 
1  udenels,  a  woman  might  be  brought  to  pardon  ;  fea- 

fons,  when  even  modefiy  were  ignorance - Pray  be 

feated,  hr  nay,  I’Jl  jiave  it  fo — ^ iay,  fometinie^ 
too  much  refpc^l  (pray  be  nearer,  fir,)  w'cre  moft  ol- 
fenfve  :  inppcfe  a  woman  were  reduc’d  to  offer  love, 
her  pains  of  ihanie  are  infupportable  :  and  fhou’d  ihe 
call  that  lover  rude,  who,  kindly  ccnfcious  ofher  wifhes, 
bravely  refolves  to  take,  and  far  esher  inodeily  the  guilt 
‘  of  giving  ?’  Suppofe  yourfelf  the  man  fo  lov’d,  where 
cou  d  you  hnd,  at  fuch  a  time,  excufes  for  your  inodelly  ? 

Car.  If  I  cou’d  love  again,  my  eyes  W'cu’d  tell  her  ;  if 
not,  I  fhou  d  not  ealily  believe ;  at  lead:,  in  manners, 
W'ou’d  not  feem  to  underlland  her. 

‘  Lou.  Alas  [  you  have  toopoor  a  fenfe  of  woman’s  love. 

‘  Think  you  we  have  no  invention  ?  You  w'ou’d  not  under- 
‘  Hand  her  !  how  wou’dyou  avoid  it  ?  when  ev’n  her  fiight- 

*  ed  look  would  fpeak  too  plain  for  that  excufe  ;  if  not, 

‘  fne’d  dill  proceed— Thus  gently  deal  your  hand,  and 
‘  figh,  and  prefs  it  to  her  heart,  and  then  look  wilhino-  in 
‘  your  eyes  ’till  lovehimfeif  Ihot  forth,  and  wak’d  you  to 

*  compadicn. 

Amazing !  can  /he be  the  creature  llie  dcfcribes  F 

Leu.  O  I  they  have  fuch  fubtle  ways  to  deal  into  a  lover’s, 
heart;  ‘  nay,  if/he’s  refolved,’ not  all  your  drengih  of  mo-. 
de.dy  can  guard  you  Ihe’d  prefs  you  dill  witn  plainer,’ 
dronger  proofs  ;  her  life,  her  fortune ff.ou’d  be  yours  :  for' 
vyhere  a  woman  loves,  fuch  gifts  as  thefe  are  triiies  ;  thus, 
like  the  lazy  minutes,  wou’d  fne  deal  ’em  on\  w’hicli  once 
but  pad,  are  quite  forgotten.  him  Jexve/s. 

^  3  ar. 
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Car.  Is^t  polfible !  can  there  be  fuch  a  woman  ? 

Lou.  Fy!  I  cou’d  chide  you  now;  you  wou’d  not 
fure  be  thought  fo  flow  of  apprehenfion  ! 

Car.  1  wou’d  not  willingly  be  thought  fo  vain,  or  fo 
uncharitable,  to  fuppole  there  cou’d  be  fuch  a  one. 

Lou.  Nay,  now  you  force  me  to  forfake  my  fex,  and 

tell  you  plain - 1  cannot  fpeak  it - yet  you  mull; 

know — But  tell  me,  muft  I  needs  blufh  to  own  a  palfion 
that’s  fo  tender  of  you  ?  1  am  this  creature  fo  reduc’d 
fcr  you,  and  all  you’ve  feen  fuppofed  was  natural,  all 
but  the  foft  refult  of  growing  love - *  Why  are  you 

*  hill  thus  fix’d,  and  filent?  whatis’t  you  fear?’ 

Car.  Monhrous !  \_AJidef  and  rifing. 

Lou.  What  is’t  you  hart  at? 

Car.  Not  for  your  beauty;  tho’  I  confefs  you  fair  to 
a  perfcftion,  compleat  in  all  that  may  engage  the  eye: 
but  when  that  beauty  fades  (as  time  leaves  none  unvifit- 
ed)  what  charm  fhall  then  fecure  my  love?  Your  riches? 
no — an  honed  mind’s  above  the  bribes  of  fortune:  for 
tho’  diltrefs’d,  a  ftranger,  and  in  want,  1  thus  returh 
’em  thanklefs:  be  modeh,  and  be  virtuous,  I’ll  admire 
you  ;  ail  good  men  will  adore  you,  and  when  your  beauty 
and  your  fortune  are  no  more,  will  hill  deliver  down 
your  name  rever’d  to  ages :  ‘  but  while  you  thus  enflave 

♦  your  generous  reafon  to  fo  intemperate  a  folly,  your 
‘  very  nature  Teems  inverted :  cou’d  you  but  one  moment 

*  calmly  lay  it  by,  you’d  find  fuch  a  vile  indignity  to 
‘  your  Tex,  asmodeft)  could  never  pardon.’ 

Lou.  If  I  appear  too  free  a  lover,  and  talk  beyond  the 
ufual  courage  of  my  fex,  forgive  me;  I’ll  be  again  the 
fearful,  foft’ning  wretch,  that  you  would  have  me  :  my 
wifhes  fhall  be  dumb,  unlefs  my  eyes  may  fpeak  ’em ;  ‘  or 
^  if  I  dare  to  touch  your  hand,  it  lhall  be  gently  trem- 

*  bling,  and  unperceiv’d  as  air;  nay,  fix’d,  and  filent, 

•  as  your  fhade.  I’ll  watch  whole  winter  nights  content, 

'  and  liftening  to  your  {lumbers :  is  this  intemperance? 

•  for  pity  fpeak,  for  I  confefs  your  hard  reproofs  have 

•  ftruckupon  my  heart!’  O  !  fay  you  will  be  mine,  and 
make  your  own  conditions,  If  you  fufped  my  temper, 
bind  me  by  the  moft  facred  tye,’  and  let  my  love,  my 
perfon,  and  my  fortune,  lawfully  be  yours. 


Car, 
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Car.  Take  heed  !  coufider  yet,  even  this  humility  be 
not  the  ofispring  of  your  firll:  unruly  palTion  :  but  lince 
at  leait  it  carries  fomethingof  a  better  claim  to  my  coii-- 
cern,  I’ll  be  at  once  fincere,  and  tell  you,  ’tis  impoliible' 
that  we  Ihould  ever  meet  in  love. 

Lou.  Impoflible  !  O  !  why  ? 

Car.  Becaufe  my  love,  my  vows,  and  faith,  are  given 
to  another:  therefore,  fince  you  find  I  dare  be  honeit, 
be  early  wife,  and  now  releafe  me  to  my  fortune. 

Lou.  I  cannot  part  with  you. 

Car.  You  mull  I  I  cannot  with  my  reafon-“‘  Pray 
‘  let  me  pafs  1  why  do  you  thus  hang  upon  my  arm,  and 
‘  drain  your  eyes,  as  if  they  had  power"  to  hold  me 

I^ou.  Ungrateful!  will  you  go?  take  heed  !  for  you. 
have  prov’d  I  am  not  millrefs  of  my  temper. 

Car.  I  fee  it,  and  am  forry,  but  needed  not  tliis  threat 
to  drive  me  ;  for  llill  I  dare  be  jull,  and  force  inylelf 
away.  [Exit  Carlos. 

Lou.  O  torture!  left!  refus’d !  "defpis’d !  Have  I  throw  !i 

off  my  pride  for  this  r  O  !  infupportable  1 - ^ — If  I  a;n 

not  reveng’d,  may  all  the - well.  [Walks  diforder' ci. 

D.  Le^.  What  a  pox,  are  all  thefe  fine  things  come  to 
nothing  then  ? - Poor  foul !  fhe’s  in  great  heat  truly 

- xA.h  1  filly  rogue! — — — now  could  I  find  in  my 

heart  to  put  her  into  good  humour  again — I  have  a  great 

mind,  faith - -Odd  !  Ihe’s  a  hummer  ! — — A  firange 

mind,  I  ha’nt  had  fuch  a  mind  a  great  while — Hey! 

- - ay  !  I’ll  do’t,  faith' - if  Ihe  does  but  Hay  now  ; 

ah  !  if  Ihe  does  but  flay  !  [As  he  ^vas  getting  from  th« 
balcony^  Louifa  is  /peaking  to  Jaques. 

Lout  Who  waits  there  ? 

Enter  Jaques. 

Where’s  the  flrangerf 

Jaq.  Madam,  I  met  him  jufl  now  walking  haflily 
about  the  gallery. 

l.ou.  Are  ail  the  doors  fall  ? 

'Jaq.  All  barr’d  madam. 

Lou.  Put  out  all  your  lights  too,  and  on  your  lives  let 
no  one  afk  or  anfwer  him  any  queflion:  but  be  you  ftill 
near  to  obferve  him.  [Exit  Jaques. 

Ah  !  [^Don  Lewis  drops  donjun. 

C  .p  D,  Lenjj^ 
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D.  Lew.  Odfo  !  my  back  ! 

Lou.  Blefs  me,  who’s  this  ?  what  are  yoa  ? 

D.  Lew.  Not  above  fifty,  madam. 

Lou.  Whence  come  you  ?  what’s  your  bufinefs  ? 

D.  Lew.  Finifhing. 

Lou.  Who  f^iew’d,  who  brought  you  hither  ? 

D.  Lew.  Dumb,  honelf  dumb. 

Lou.  Will  you  begone,  fir  ?  I  have  no  time  to  fool  away. 
D.  Lew.  \  es,  but  you  have  ;  what !  don’t  I  know  ? 
Lou.  Pray,  fir,  who  ?  what  is’t  you  take  me  for  .=* 
p.  Lew.  A  delicate  piece  of  work  truly,  but  not 
finifh’d  ;  you  underfland  me. 

Lou.  You  are  mad,  fir. 

D.  Lew.  I  fay,  don’t  you  be  fo  modeft  j  for  there  are 
times,  do  you  fee,  when  ev'cn  modeliy  is  ignorance,  (pray 

be  feated,  madam - nay.  I’ll  have  irfo)  ah  ! 

down  and  nitnizcks  her  beha~oiour  to  Carlos. 
Lou.  Confufion  !  have  I  expos’d  myfelf  to  this  wretch 

too!— - had  witneffes  to  my  folly'! - nay,  I  de- 

ferve  it.  ^  \^Stands  mute. 

D.  Lew.-  So  !  fo  !  I  ihall  bring  her  to  terms  prefently 

- you  have  a  world  of  pretty  jewels  here,  madam 

- ay,  thefe  now- - thefe  are  a  couple  of  fine 

large  fiones  truly  ;  but  where  a  woman  loves,  fuch  gifts 
as  thefe  are  trines.  \fAimicks  again. 

Lou.  Infupportable  !  within  there  ! 

Enter  fer^ants  and  branjoes. 

'D.  Lew.  Hey  \  [Rijbng. 

Sernj.  Did  your  ladyfhip  call,  madam  ? 

D.  I^jj.  I  don’t  like  her  looks,  faith.  [Jjide. 

Lou.  Here,  take  this  fool,  let  him  be  gagg’d,  ty’d  neck 
and  heels,  and  lock’d  in  a  garret;  away  with  him. 

D.  Lew.  Dumb!  dumb!  help,  dumb  1  dumb!  ftand 
by  me  dumb  !  a  pox  of  my  finifiiing,  aw!  aw  ! 

him,  (.nd  carry  him  off, 
Lou.  The  iiifolence  of  this  fool  was  more  provoking 
than  the  other’s  fconi  ;  but  I  (liall  yet  find  wavs  to 
iiitafiire  mr  revenge.  ^Exit  Louila. 

Re-enter  Carlo.s  in  the  dark. 

Car.  ^Vhat  can  this  evil  woman  mean  me  }  the  doors  all 
barr'tl !  the  light"  put  out !  the  fervants  mute,  and  ihe 

with 
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with  fury  in  her  eyes  now  fhot  rcgnrdlefs  by  me :  I  wou’d 
the  worft  wouM  fhew  itfelf.  Ha  !  yonder’s  a  light,  I’ll 
follow  it,  and  provoke  my  fortune.  [Fa-zV. 

The  SCNE  changes  to  another  room. 

Angelina,  nxjith  a  light. 

Ang.  I  cannot  like  this  houfe  ;  for  now,  as  going  to  my 
rell:,  my  ears  were  ’larm’d  with  the  cries  of  one  that 
rail’d  for  help  :  Pve  feen  ftrange  faces  too,-  that  carry 
guilt  and  terror  in  their  looks;  and  yet  the  cfEcer  that 
plac’d  me  here,  appear’d  of  honeft  thoughts — What  carl 
this  mean  !  no  matter  what,  fince  nothing,  but  the  lofs 

of  him  I  love,  can  worfe  befal  me  I- - -Hark,  what 

iiotfc  !  is  the  door  fah  ?  ah  !  [Going  to  put  it. 

Re-enter  Q2a:\oe,  \  and  lijlening. 

Car.  Ha  !  another  lady  !  and  alone  1 
‘  Ang.  Heavens,  how  I  tremhle  ! 

‘  Car.  Sure,  hv  her  furprife,  Ihe  is  not  of  the  other’5 
counfel — Pardon  this  ir.trufion,  lady,  I  am  a  Granger, 

*  and  diltrefs’d,  be  not  difmay’d  :  I  have  no  ill  defigns, 

‘  unlefs  to  beg  your  charitable  affiftance  be  ofFenfive.’ 

Ang.  Ha!  that  voice  I  [Amaz’d. 

Car.  -Save  me,  ye  powers!  and  give  me  ftrength  to 
bear  this  infupportable  furprife  of  rulhing  joy. 

Ang.  My  Carlos- - oh  ! 

Car.  ’7'is  fne  !  my  long  loft  love,  myliving.^-^^^/zVzzz; 

[Embraces  her. 

Jaq.  Say  you  fo,  fir  1  this  lhall  to  my  lady. 

[E.vzV  Jaques; 

Ang.  O  !  let  me  hold  you  ever  thus,  left  fate  again 
ftiould  part  us. 

Car.  ’Twas  death  indeed  to  part,  but  from  fo  hard  a 
feparation,  thus  again  to  meet,  is  life  reftor’d  ;  ‘  it  draws 

*  whole  years  to  hours,  and  we  grow  old  with  joy  in  mo- 

*  merits.’ 

Ang.  O  !  I  were  happy,  blefs’d  above  my  fex,  cou’d 
but  my  plain  limplicity  of  love  deferve  your  kind  en¬ 
dearments. 

*  Car.  Is’t  poftible  1  thou  miracle  of  goodnefs,  that  thou 

*  canft  thus  forget  the  mifery,  the  want,  the  ruin  my  un- 
"  happy  love  has  brought  thee  to  ?  Truft  me,  tharftormy 

*  thought  has  clouded  ev’n  the  very  jey  I  had  to  fee  thee.^ 

'  C  5  '  Enter 
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Enter  Jaques  and  Louifa  at  a  dijfancs. 

They  are  there ;  from  hence  your  ladyihip  may 
hear  ’em. 

Lou.  Leave  me.  [Exit  Jaques,  and  Lqm.  likens. 

j  r  you  thus:  for  my  fake 

den  t  defpond ;  for  while  you  feem  in  hope,  I  lhall  eafily 
be  chearful.  ^ 

^  Car.  O  !  thou  engaging  foftnefs !  thy  courage  has  re- 
viv  d  me ;  no,  we’II  not  defpair ;  the  guardian  power 
that  hitherto  has  fav’d  us,  may  now,  with  lefs  expence 
of  Providence,  protea  and  fix  us  happy. 

Lou.  Ha!  fo  near  acquainted - — .  [Behind. 

Car.  And  yet  our  fafety  bids  us  part  this  moment. 
How  came  you  hither  ? 

Ang.  The  officer  that  made  me  captive,  prov’d  a 
worthy  man,  and  plac’d  me  here,  as  a  companion  to 
the  lady  of  this  dwelling. 

Car.  Ha  I  to  what  end  ? 

Ang.  He  faid,  to  be  the  advocate  of  his  fuccefslefs 
love  ;  for  he  confefs’d  he  woo’d  her  honourably. 

Car.  Is’t  poffible  ?  Is  there  a  wretch  fo  curs’d  among 
mankind,  to  be  her  honourable  lover  ! 

Lou.  So  I 

C<7r.  Take  heed,  my  love,  avoid  her  as  a  difeafe  to 
modefty. 

Lou.  Very  well. 

^  Car.  Oh  I  I  have  a  ffiameful  tale  to  tell  thee  of  her 
intemperance,  as  wou’d  fubjedl  her  even  to  thy  loathing. 

Lou.  Infoient  !• - well  1  ° 

Ang.  You  amaze  me  ;  pray  what  is  it  ? 

Car.  This  is  no  time  to  tell ;  ‘  I  had  forgot  my  dan¬ 
ger  :  let  It  fuffice,  the  doors  are  barr’d  againft  me ;  now, 
this  moment  I  am  a  prifoner  to  her  fury  ;  if  thou  cand 
help  me  to  any  means  of  fafety,  or  efcape,  alk  me  no. 
queftions,  but  be  quick,  and  tell  me. 

Ang.  Now  you  frighten  me;  but  here,  through  my 
apartment’  leads  a  paffage  to  the  garden,  at  the  lower  end 
you  11  find  a  mount;  ifyou  dare  drop  from  thence.  I’ll  fiiew 
^  when  I  may  hope  again  to  fee  you  ? 

Car.  About  an  hour  hence  walking  in  the  garden, 
ready  for  your  efcape ;  for  if  I  live,  I’ll  come  provided 

with. 
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with  the  means  to  make  it  fure— — Now  I  dare  thank 
‘  thee,  Fortune,* 

Ang.  You  will  not  fail. 

Car,  If  I  furvive,  depend  on  me ^till  when,  may 
Heav’n  lupport  thy  innocence. 

Ang.  Follow  me———  \Exeiint  hajldy 

Lou.  Are  you  fo  nimble,  hr  ?  Who  waits  there  ?  \Ertter'' 
Jaques.]  Run,  take  help,  and  ftopthe  ftranger ;  he  is  now 
making  his  efcape  through  the  garden  ;  fly.  [5'.v/V  Jaques] 
love  and  revenge,  like  vipers,  gnaw  upon  my  quiet,  and 
i  mult  change  their  food,  or  leave  my  being;  ^  though 
‘  I  cou’d  bear  ev’n  the  low  contempt  he  has  thrown  on. 

‘  me,  cou’d  it  but  woo  him  to  the  leak  return  of  love  ; 

‘  but  I  would  bear  again  ten  thoufand  racks,  rather  than 
‘  confefs  this  dotage.*  No,  if  I  forego  a  fecond  time  that 
dear  fupport,  my  pride,  may  I  become  as  miferable  as 
that  wretch  that  deflin’d  fool  he  doats  on.  Ange¬ 

lica,  and  exit  on  the  other  Jide.']  Ha  !  fhe  is  return’d  1 
yonder  Ihe  pafles;  with  what  allur’d  contentment  in  her 
looks  ! - howqjleas’d  the  thing  is - -flrangely  impu¬ 
dent - fure  !  the  ugly  creature  thinks  I  won’t  flrangle 

her.  [Enter  Jaques.]  Now  have  you  brought  him  ? 

Jaq-  Madam,  we  made  what  hafte  we  cou’d,  but  th® 
gentleman  reach’d  the  mount  before  ns,  and  efcap’d  over 
the  garden  wall- 

Lou.  Efcap’d,  villain !'  durfl;  thou  tell  me  fo  ? 

y^iq.  If  your,  ladylhip  had  call’d  me  a  little  fooner,. 
we  had  taken  him.  Who  the  devil  is  this  ftranger  ?  [Ajide. 

Lou.  Fool  that  I  am,  I  betray  myfelf  to  my  own  fci- 

vants, - well,  *tis  no  matter,  bid  the  braa^oes  flay,  I 

have  directions  for  ’em  :  go.  [Exit  Jaquer, 

He  has  not. left  me  hopelefs  yet;  an  hour  hence  he  has 
promis’d  to  be  here  again  ;  and  if  he  keeps  his  word,  (as 
I've  an  odious  caufe  to  fear,  he  will)  he  yet,  at  lead  in 
my  revenge,  lhall -prove  me  woman.  [E.wV  I.ou. 

SCENE  the  Street. 

Enter  D.  Duart  di/guisA^  nvith  a  fer’^vafit.. 

D.  Du.  Where  did  you  find  him  ? 

\{iSernj.  Hard  by,  fir,  at  an  houfe  of  civil  recreation; 
he’s  B-cw  coming  forth  ;  that’s  he,. 

Enter’' 
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E?ifer  Clodio. 

D.  Du.  I  fcarce  remember  him,  I  would  not  willino-- 
lymilhke - Til  obferve  him.  "" 

Clo.  So\  now  if  I  can  but  pick  up  an  honeft  fellow, 
to  crack  one  healing  bottle,  }  think  I  lliall  iinilh  the 

day  as  linartly  as  the  Grand  Sigmcr - hold,  let  me 

Ice,  what  has  my  hafry  refi’elhment  cod  me  here  ;■ - - 

umb  [^Cciaiis  Ids  7mvey'\  feven  pidoles 
y  J>ipi-icr',  why,  what  a  plaguy  income  this  jade  inuil 
ha^*  in  a  week,  it  Ihe’s  thus  paid  by  the  hour? 

.  Du.  Tis  the  fame ;  leave  me.  [Exit  fer'vasit. 
y  our  lervant,  fir. 

- your  humble  fervant. 

U.  Du.  Pardon  a  llranger’s  freedom,  hr ;  but  when 
you  Know  my  buhnefs _ 

Ok.  Sir,  if  you’ll  take  a  bottle,  I  fnall  be  nrcud  of 
vouracquatutance;  and  if  1  don’t  do  your  bufmefs  be- 
fore  we  parr.  Til  knock  under  the  table. 

-D.  Du.  Sir,  1  dia'l  be  glad  to  drink  with  you,  but  at 
^  ^  ic;p  ib;e  of  fitting  to  it. 

C.o.  Why  then,  hr,  you  lhall  only  drink  as  lonp  as 

you  can  hand  ;  wedl  have  a  bottle  here,  hr. - Hev 

Madcn/af  r  n  ii  ^  r  j  * 

J'  \  r  y^alts  at  the  door. 

_  E>u-  A  very  frank  humour’d  gentleman  ;  Til  know 

lura  farther-^-]  prefume,  hr,  you  are  not  of  PorUga/ 

No.  - j  a  kind  of  a— - what  d’ye 

a  ioi  L  of  a  here—— - a-nd — —  '-thcrmn  j 


oall’um 


d  arn  a  hranger  no  where. 

D.  Du.  Have  you  travell’d  far,  hr  ? 
Clo.  My  tour  of  Europe,  or  fo,  hr  ; 


‘  dangled 


alxmt  a  little;  I  came  this  fummer  from  the  jubilee. 

«  /v  x*  make  any  hay  there,  hr  ? 

<  ^  falvation- 

^  o  ICC,  juft  bought  an  annuity  of  indulgences  for  life  ; 
^  got  an  afttirance  for  my  foul ;  lay  with  a  nun,  hux’d  : 
unci  10  came  heme  again.’ 

q  ,  ^  ^^^ter  fer’vant  ^{.dth  KKdr.e. 

"  0  .  fo  .  here’s  the  wine  1  come  !  hr,  to  our  better  ac- 
rumntance- - Faith,  1  like  you  mightily 


dUhns  ! 


haijes  done  J, 


drinks. 
Dior  bleu  ! 
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Morlleu  !  ce  ns'Ji  pas  mau-vais  !  allons  encore  hey  !  Vi-je 
V amour  !  quand  ins,  Scz. 

D.  Du.  I  find,  fir,  you  have  taken  a  tafie 
countries  you  have  trr.vell’d  through ;  but  I  prelume 
your  chief  amufemeiu  has  lain  among  the  ladies;  you 
far’d  well  in  France,  I  hope. 

Clo.  Yes  faith,  as  fiir  as  my  pocket  wou’d  go:  the 
devil  a  ilrcke  without  it :  no  money,  no  madcmoifelle  ; 

no  ducat,  no  dutchefs ;  no  piilole,  no  princefs - - 

By  the  way,  let  me  tell  you,  fir,  your  Lisbo?iites  arc 

held  up  at  a  pretty  fmart  rate  too - 1  was  forc’d  to 

come  down  to  the  tunc  of  feven  piiloles  here - a  man 

may  keep  a  pad  of  his  own,  cheaper  than  he  can  ridepoll, 
Iplitme,— ‘  but,  a  po.Y  on  ’em,  it’s  no  wonder  the  jades  are 
‘  lo  fancy  in  a  country  where  there  arc  fo  many  fwarms 
‘  of  unmarry’d  friars,  monks,  and  brawny  jefuits  ;  the 
‘  game  may  well  be  fcarce,  faith,  where  there  are  fo 

*  many  canonical  poachers.’  Nov/,  fir,  in  little  England, 

*  where  your  gowns  and  ca.fibcks  are  hone flly  marry’d, 

^  your ri gilt  women  are  as  cheap  as  mackr el-— fir,  1 

*  have  taken  you  a  fading  velvet  fcarf  out  of  the  fide-box 
‘  there,  and  the  jade  has  jump’d  at  a  beef-llake  and  a 

*  bottle ;  nay,  fometiincs  at  coach-hire,  and  a  fingle 
d  glafs  of  cinnamon---Seven  piiloies  !  unconfcionabJe  ! 

‘  Odfiteart,  in  London,  now  for  half  the  fum  a  man  might 

*  .have  pick’d  up  the  fird  rows  of  the  middle  gallery.! 

D.  Du.  I  find,  fir,  you  know  then. 

Clc.  Ay,  fir,  and  every  woman  thcie  that’s  wortli 
knowing.  ‘  from  honed  Betty  Sands,  to  the  countefs  of 

*  Oglitoavn.  Yes,  fir,  I  do  know  pretty  well,  and 
‘  the  fide-box'  fir,  and  behind  the  fcenes ;  ay,  and  the 

*  green-room,  and  all  the  girls  and  v/omen-adfrcffcs 

‘  there,  fir - fir,  I  was  a  whole  winter  there  the  par- 

‘  titular  favourite  of  the  giggling  party™ - Come,  fir, 

*  if  you  pleafe,  here’s  mifs  B/gg/e^s  health  to  you. 

*  D.  Du.  Pray,  fir,  how  came  you  fo  well  acquainted 
there  ? 

^  C/o.  Why,  fir,  I  firft  introduc’d  myfcJf  with  a  fingle 

*  pinch  of  Bergamot  ;  the  next  night  1  prefented  ’em  a  box 

*  fillip  next  day  came  to  rchearfal :  fn  a  week  I  de¬ 

fil’d 


all  the 
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‘  fir’d  ’em  to  ufe  my  name  whenever  they  pleas’d,  for 

^  what  the  chocolate  houfe  afforded - upon  this,  I  was 

‘  chofen  Valentine^  if  I  don’t  miflake,  to  about  eleven  of 
‘  ’em  ;  and  in  three  days  more,  I  think,  it  coft  me  fifty 
^  guineas  in  gloves,  knots,  heads,  fans,  muffs,  coffee, 

*  tea,  fnuff-boxes,  orangerie,  and  chocolate. 

*  D.  Du.  But  pray,  fir,  were  you  as  intimate  at  both 

*  play-houfes } 

‘  Clo.  No,  llretch’em!  at  the  new-houfe  they  are  fo 

*  us’d  to  be  (Queens  and  princeffes,  and  are  fo  often  in 
'  their  airs-royal,  forfooth,  that  I’gad !  there’s  no  reach- 
‘  ing  one  of  their  copper-tails  there,  without  a  long  pole, 

*  or  a  fettlement,  fpiit  me.’ 

D.  Du.  But  I  wonder,  fir,  that  in  a  country  fo  fam’d 
for  handfome  women,  the  men  are  fo  generally  blam’d 
for  their  fcandalous  ufage  of ’em. 

Clo.  O  damn  d  fcandalous,  lir, --they  ufe  their  miflre/Ies 
as  bad  as  their  wives,  faith  ;  I  tell  you  what,  fir,  I  knew 
a  citizen’s  daughter  there,  that  ran  away  with  a  lord,  who 
in  the  firft  lix  months  of  her  preferment,  never  ilirr’d  out, 
out  fhe  made  the  ladies  cry  at  her  equipage  ;  and  about 
eight  months  after,  I  think,  one  morning  reeling  pretty 
eaiiy  into  a  certain  houfe  in  the  Sci’voyy  I  found  the  felf- 
fame,  caft-off,  folitary  lady,  in  a  room  with  bare  wjills, 
dreffmg  her  dear,  pretty  head  there,  in  the  corner  bit  of 
a  looking-glafs,  prudently  fupported  by  a  quartern, 
brandy-pot,  upon  the  head  of  an  oyfter-barrel. 

D.  Du.  I  find  few  midreffes  make  their  fortunes  there  ; 
but,  pray,  fir,  ainong  all  your  adventures,  has  no  parti¬ 
cular  lady  s  merit  encourag’d  you  to  advance  your  own. 
marriage ! 

Clo.  Sir,I  have  been  fo  near  marriage,  that  my  weddino-- 
oay  has  been  come,  but  it  was  never  over  yet;  fpiit  me.** 

D.  Du.  How  fo,  fir? 

Why,  the  pried,  the  bride,  and  the  dinner,  were 
all  read^y  drefs’d,  faith  ;  but.  before  I  could  fall  to,  my 
elder  brother,  fir,  comes  in  with  a  damn’d  Ion 5 

dride,  and  a  lharp  domach - fays  a  fhort  grace,  ant 

——•whip  d  her  up  like  an  oyder, 

D.  Du.  You  had  ill  fortune,  fir. 

Ck.  Sir,  fortune  is  not  much  in  my  debt,  for  you  mud 

know-' 
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Icnow,  fir,  tho’  I  loft  my  wife,  I  have  efcaped  hanging 
fince  here  in  Lisbon. 

D.  Du.  That  I  know  you  have ;  he  not  amaz’d,  ftr. 

Clo.  Hey  !  what  the  devil !  have  I  been  all  this  while 
treating  an  officer,  that  has  a  warrant  againft  me-— 

Pray,  ftr,  if  it  be  no  oftence - may  I  beg  the  favour  to 

know  who  you  are  ? 

D.  Du.  Let  it  fuffice,  I  own  myfelf  your  friend— I  am 
your  debtor,  ftr  ;  you  fought  a  gentleman  they  call  Don 

Duart - i  knew  him  well  ;  he  was  a  proud  infulting 

fellow,  and  m*^'  mortal  foe  :  but  you  kill’d  him,  and  I 
thank  you  ;  nay,  I  faw  you  do  it  fairly  too  ;  and  for  the 
adlion,  I  deftre  you  will  command  ray  fword  or  fortune. 

Clo.  Pray,  ftr - is  there  no  joke  in  all  this  ? 

D.  Du.  *  There,  ftr,  the  little  all  I’m  mafter  of,  may 
*  ferve  at  prefentto  convince  you  of  myftncerity  “  I a;n 
**  Jjncere  I  alk  for  no  return,  but  to  be  inform’d  how  I 
may  do  you  farther  fervice.  [Gi-ves  him  a  purfe. 

Clo.  Sir,  your  health - I’ll  give  you  information 

prefently.  \^Drinks.'\  Pray,  ftr,  do  you  know  the  gentle¬ 
man’s  lifter  that  I  fought  with  ?  that  is,  do  you  know 
what  reputation,  what  fortune  Ihe  has? 

D.  Du,  I  knoAV  her  fortune  to  be  worth  above  twelve 
thoufand  piftoles ;  her  reputation  yet  unfully’d :  but  pray, 
ftr,  why  may  you  alk  this  ? 

Clo.  Now,  I’ll  tell  you,  ftr— -twelve  thoufand 
piftoles,  you  fay  ! 

D.  Dxi.  I  fpeak  the  leaft,  ftr. 

Clo.  Why,  this  very  lady,  after  I  had  kill’d  her  bro¬ 
ther,  gave  me  the  protedlion  of  her  houfe  ;  hid  me  in  her 
clofet,  w'hile  the  officers  that  brought  in  the  dead  body 
came  to  fearch  for  me  j  and,  as  foon  as  their  backs  w^ere 
turn’d,  poor  foul !  hurry’d  me  out  at  a  private  door,  with 
tears  in  her  eyes,  faith  !  Now,  ftr,  what  think  you  ?  Is 
not  this  hint  broadenough  for  a  man  to  make  love  upon  ?. 

D.  Du,  Confufton  ! 

Clo.  Look  you,  ftr,  now,  if  you  dare,  give  me  a-  proof 
cf  your  friendftiip  ;  will  you  do  me  the  favour  to  carry  a 
letter  to  her  ? 

D.  Du.  Let  me  conftder,  fir — Death  and  fire  !  is  all  her 
height  of  foriow  but  dilfembled  then  ?  A  proftitute,  ev’n 
.  ?  -  to 


64  LOVE  MAKES  A  MAN  ?  OR, 

to  the  man  fappos’ci  my  murderer  !  If  it  he  true,  the 
conj'equence  is  loon  refolv’d - but  this  requires  my  far¬ 
ther  learch - ^  depend  on  this  for  truth,  fir  ? 

Clo.  Why  fir  you  don't  fuppofe  Ld  banter  a  lady  of 
her  quality? 

D.  D.i,  Damnation!  Well,  fir  !  I’ll  take  your  letter  L 
but  firfi  Jet  me  be  well  acquainted  with  my  errand. 

C/(9.  Sir,  I’ll  write  this  moment;  if  you  pleafe,  vve’H 
hep  into  the  houfe  here,  and  hnifli  the  bufinefs  over  ano¬ 
ther  bottle. 

.D.  Du.  With  all  my  heart. 

Clo.  AlloJis  !  Entrez.  \_Exotmt. 


ACT  V. 

SCENE  Elvira’r  houfe. 

Elvira  Is  dijcc'ocr  d  alone  in  jnourningy  a  lamp  hy  her, 
Don  Duart  enters  behind  difgids^ a. 

D.  Du.  HU  S  far  I  am  paffd  unknown  to  any  of 

J  the  fervants - now  for  the  proof  of  what 

I  fear - Ha  !  yonder  file  is - This  dole  retirement, 

thole  fable  colours,  the  folemn  filcnce  that  attends  her,' 
no  friends  admitted,  nor  ev’n  the  day  to  vifit  her:  thefe 
ffcm  to  Ipeak  a  real  forrow  ;  if  not,  the  counterfeit  is 
deep  indeed - I’ll  fathom  it— — Madam - 

Elv.  Who’s  there  ?  another  murderer  ;  where  are  my 
fervants  ?  will  nothing  but  my  forrows  wait  upon  me  ? 

D.  Du.  Your  pardon,  lady;  1  have  no  evil  meaning  ; 
this  letter  will  inform  you  of  my  bufinefs,  and  excufe 
this  rude  intrufion. 

LhV.  For  me  !  whence  comes  it,  fr  ? 

D.  Du.  d'he  contents,  madam,  will  explain  to  you — 

She  feems  amaz’d!  looks  almolt  thro’  the  letter - 1 

fhould  fufpcil:  the  llranger  had  bely’d  her,  but  that  he 

gave  me  fuch  convincing  circumftances - Ha!  flic 

pan  As  !  ’Sdeath  !  a  fmile  too - 1  fear  her  now  ! 

Ebu.  My  prayers  are  heard  ;  juJlice  at  length  has  over- 
ta'en  the  murderer  :  ‘his  vow’d  protection  having  been 
‘  ilridly  paid  I  now  unperjim’d  may  revenge  my  brother’s 

‘  blood. 
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blood.  It  lies  on  me,  if  I  neglect  this  fair  occafion 
but  ’t'-vere  not  fafe  to  Ihew  my  thought  ;  therefore  to  he 
juft,  I  muft  diftbmble.  [Af^de.']  I  a(k  your  pardon  for  my 
rudenefs,  fir:  upon  your  friend’s  account,  you  might, 
indeed,  have  claim’d  a  better  welcome. 

D.  Du.  So  !  then  ftie’s  damn’d,  I  find.  But  Til  have 
more,  and  bring’em  face  to  face.  My  friend, 

madam,  thought  his  vints  Ihould  be  unfeafonable,  before 
the  fad  folemnity  of  your  brother’s  funeral. 

Elu.  K  needlefs  fear !  my  brother,  fir  !  Alas,  I  owe 
your  friend  my  thanks,  for  having  eas’d  our  family  of 
lb  fcandalous  a  burthen  !  A  riotous,  unmanner’d  fellow  ; 
1  blulh  to  fpeak  of  him. 

D.  Du.  O  !  patience!  patience!  \Ajtde. 

Elv.  Pray,  let  him  know,  his  abfence  was  the  real 
caufe  of  tills  miftaken  mourning  :  ’tis  true  indeed,  I 
give  it  out  ’tis  for  my  brother's  death  ;  but  womens 
Iiearts  and  tongues,  you  know,  muft  not  alwavs  hold 
alliance  ;  you’d  think  us  fond  and  forward,  ihould  not 
v/e  now  and  then  difiemble. 

I).  Du.  How  lliali  I  forbear  her  }  [^Afide. 

Eh.  I  grow  impatient  ’till  he’s  wholly  mine— — — — 
to-morrow  !  ’tis  an  age  !  I’ll  make  him  mine  to-night — 

I’ll  write  to  him  this  minute - Can  you  have  patience, 

lir,  ’till  I  prepare  a  letter  for  you  ? 

D.  Du.  You  may  command  me,  madam. 

EI--V.  I’ll  difpatch  immediately- - will  you  walk  this 

way,  fir : 

D.  Du.  Madam,  I  wait  on  you - Revenge  and  dag¬ 
gers  !  \_Exeunt, 

I  'hc  S  C  E  N  E  Louifa’r  boufe. 

Lou’ifa  and  Jaques. 

,  Lou.  Is  the  lady  fei^’d 

yaq.  Yes,  madam,  and  half-dead  with  the  fright. 

Lou.  Let  ’em  be  ready  to  produce  her,  as  I  direfled : 
When  the  ilranger’s  taken,  bring  me  immediate  notice: 
’tis  nearliis  rime,  away.  [fcV  Jaques.]  Had  he  not  lov’d 
another,  methinks  I  could  have  born  this  ufage,  ‘  fat  rne 
‘  down  alone  content,  and  found  a  fccret  pleafurc  in  com- 
‘  plaining;  but  to  be  flighted  for  a  girl,  a  fickly,  poor, 

‘  unthinking  wretch,  incapable  of  love  !  that  1  llabshome! 

‘  'Tis 
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‘  ’Tispoifonto  my  thoughts,  and  fwelPs ’em  to  rev^engef 
‘  My  rival  !  no !  he  fiiall  never  triumph  !  Hark  !  what 
‘  noife  !  they  have  him  fare  !  How  now  !’ 

Enter  Jaqiies. 

yaq.  Madam,  the  gentleman  is  taken. 

Lou.  Bring  him  in - Revenge,  1- thank  thee  now'. 

Enter  Bravoes  m:ith  Carlos  dijarni’d. 

So,  fir !  yoiiare  return’d  it  feems ;  you  can  lov'e  then  !  You 
have  an  heart,  I  find,  tho’  not  for  me !  Perhaps  you  came  to 
Peek  a  worthier  millrefs  here ;  ‘twould  be  undtaritable  to 
difappoint  your  love — I’ll  help  your  fearch  :  if  fne  be  here, 
befure  Pie’s  fafe  ! - Open  that  door  there. 

SCENE  dru'-ws  and  dijeovers  Angelina  ^uoiih  Bra%oes 
ready  to  fir  angle  her. 

Now,  fir,  is  this  the  lady  ? 

Car.  My  Angelina !  Oh  ! 

*  Ang.  O  mil'erable  meeting  !’ 

Leu.  Now  let  me  fee  you  fmile,  and  rudely  throw  me 
from  your  arms !  now  fcorn  my  love,  myperfon,  and  my 
fortune !  now  let  your  fqueamilli  virtue  fly  me  as  a  dif- 
eafe  to  modeky  !  and  tell  her  now  your  fhameful  tale  cf 
my  intemperance  ! 

Car.  O!  cruelty  offate!  that  could  betrayfuch  innocence.? 

Lou.  What,  not  a  word  to  foften  yet  thy  obftinate  aver- 

iion  !  thou  wretched  fool,  thus  to  provoke  thy  ruin - - 

End  her.  [Yo  the  Bravoes, 

Car.  O  I  hold !  for  pity  hold,  and  hear  me. 

Lou.  I’ve  learn’d  from  you  to  ufemy  pity - ‘  ’Sdeath  ! 

*  I  could  laugh  to  fee  thy  ftrange  llupidity  of  love’— On  one 
condition  yet  (he  lives  an  hour,  but  if  refus’d - 

Car.  Name  not  a  refufal,  be  it  danger,  death,  or  tor¬ 
tures,  any  thing  that  life  can  do  to  fave  her^ 

‘  Lou.  Nay,  if  you  are  fo  over  willing. 

‘  Car.  Speak,  and  I  obey  you.’ 

Lou.  Now  then,  this  moment  kneel  andcurfe  her. 

Car.  Preferve  her,  Heav’n,  and  fnaten  her  from  the 
jaws  of  gaping  danger  [NneeAng.]  O  !  may  the  watchful 
eye  of  Providence,  that  never  Peeps  o’er  innocence  dif* 
trefs’d,  look  nearly  to  her;  or  if  fome  miracle  alone  can 
lave  her,  the  ever  waking  fun,  in  his  eternal  progrefs,, 
never  faw  fo  fair  an  object  to  employ  it  en. 

.  .  Lett, 
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Zow.  Prefuming  fool !  were  I  inclin’d  to  fave  her  life  > 
(which,  by  my  hopes  of  peace,  I  do  not  mean)  canlt  thcV-i 
believe  this  infolent  concern  for  her  to  my  face  would 
not  provoke  my  vengeance  ? 

*  my  raflinefs',  T  was  to  blame 
indeed;  but  palTion  has  tranlporteJ  both  of  us  ;  ‘  love 

made  me  as  heedlefs  of  her  lafety,  as  wild  revenge  has 
‘  you,  ev’n  of  your  negleficd  foul. 

Lou.  What,  doll  thou  think  to  preach  me  from  my 
‘  purpofe  ? 

(^ar,  Tliat  were  too  vain  an  hope  ;  tho’  I’ve  a  pite- 
^  ous  caufe  that  might  befpeak,  without  a  tongue,  the 
meicy  of  a  human  lieart :’  but  if  revenge  alone  can  fate 
)oui  fury,  at  leaft  mifplace  it  not ;  mine  was  the  offence, 
be  mine  the  punifhment;  *  but  fpare  the  innocent,  the 
^  gentle  maid  ;  fhe  ne’er  intended  yet  a  thought  agaiah 
^  your  peace  ;  I  have  deferv’d  you  anger,  nay,  andjulljy 
too  ;  fori  confefs  I  ought  to  have  given  you  a  milder 
^  treatment ;  but  to  atone  the  crime,  rip  up  my  bread, 
and  in  my  heart  you’ll  read  the  unhappy  caufe  of  my 

*  neglect  and  rudenefs.’ 

Lou,  How  he  difarms  my  anger!  but  mud  my  rival 
triumph  then  ? 

Charge  me  not  with  abhorr’d  ingratitude  :  be 
witnefs.  Heaven,  I’ll  for  ever  ferve  you,  court  you,  and 
confefs  you  my  preferver  I 

Can  For  pity,  yet  refolve,  and  force  your  temper  to  a 
moment’s  paule  :  ‘  Do  not  debafe  your  generous  revenge 

*  with  cruelty  ;  that  every  common  wretch  can  take  ;  the 
‘  favage  brutes  can  fuck  their  fellow-creatures  blood,  and 

*  tear  their  bodies  down  ;  but  greater  human  fouls  hat'o 

*  more  pride  to  curb,  and  bow  the  dubborn  mind  of  what 
‘  they  hate  ;  and  fuch  revenge,  the  nobler  far,  I  offer  now 
‘  to  you  fee  at  your  feet  my  humbled  fcorn  imploring, 
crudi  d,  and  prodrate,  like  a  vile  flave,  that  falls  below 
your  lad  contempt,  and  trembling  begs  for  mercy: 

Lou.  He  buries  my  revenge  in  bluflies. 

'  ^  Ang.  O  [  generous  proof  of  the  mod  faithful  love  ! 

*  Car.  Think  what  a  glorious  triumph  it  would  be,  that 

*  when  your  fwoln  refentment,  v/ild  rfU'^enge,  andindigna*- 
‘  tion,  all  dood  ready,  waiting  for  the  word,  yoif  call’d  your 

‘  forceful 
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‘  forceful  rtafon  to  your  aid,  refolv’d,  and  took  that  tv- 
'  rant  pa'iion  c<'i))tj  ve  to  your  gentle  pity ;  O  !  ’twere  fuch 
‘  a  god-iikc  i?i{!.:i.nce  of  your  virtue,  as  might  atone,  if 
'  pohiblcAev’n  crimes  to  come:  revenge,  like  this,  can 
‘  never  giv£  you  that  continu’d  peace  of  mind,  which  mer- 
'  cy  may  :  compalTion  has  a  thoufand  fecret  charms :  think 
‘  you  ’twere -no  delight  of  thought,  to  heel  the  wounds 
ol  blecdijig  lovers,  to  make  two  poor  aiHi<fted  wretches 
happy,  vvhofe  higheft  crime  is  loving  well  and  faithfully  ? 

*  Weie'it  no  footJiing  joy,  no  fecret  pride,  to  raife  ’em 

*  from  the  lad  defpair  to  hope  ?  to  life  and  love  redor’d  ? 

'  Now,  on  my  heart,  I  read  a  druggling  pity  in  your  eye  ! 

‘  O  cherifh  it,  and  fpare  cur  innocence !  Perhaps,  the 

dory  of  our  chade  affedions,  once  compleat,  may  live 
‘  a  fair  example  to  fucceeding  times,  for  which  polterity 

*  inall  dand  indebted  to  your  virtue. 

*  Lcu.^  Releafe  the  lady - go,  Bravoes. 

And  now  farewell  my  follies,  and  my  millaken  love ;  *  for 
‘  I  cenfefs,  the  fair  example  of  your  mutual  faith,  your 
tendernefs,  humility,  and  tears,  have  quite  fubdu’d 
‘  my  foul ;  at  once  have  conquer’d  and  reform’d  me  :  O  ! 

*  you  have  given  me  fuch  an  image  of  the  contentful 
‘  peace,  th’  uhdiaken  quiet  of  an  honed  mind,  that  now 
‘  I  tade  more  folid  joy,  being  but  the  indrument  of  your 
‘  united  virtuous  love,  than  all  my  late  falfe  hopes  pro¬ 
pos’d  even  in  the  lad  indulgence  of  my  blind  defires  :* 

Now  love  long  and  happily ;  forgive  my  follies  pad,  and 
you  have  overpaid  me.  ^  [Joins  iheir  hands. 

"Car.  O!  providential  care  of  innocence  didrefs’dl 
‘  O  !  miracle  of  rewarded  love  ! 

Car.  ‘  What  lhall  I  fay  I  Icarce  have  yet  the  power 
'  of  thought  amidd  this  hurry  of  tranfporting  joy  1’  My 
Angelina!  do  I  then  live  to  hold  thee  thus.?  O  !  I  have 
a  thou  land  things  to  fay,  to  alk,\to  weep,  and  hear  of 
thee - -But  firll  let's  kneel  and  pay  our  thanks  to  Hea¬ 

ven,  and  this  our  kind  preferver;  ‘  to  vvhofe  mod  hap- 
‘  py  change,  we  owe  even  all  our  lives  to  come,  which 
‘  chearful  gratitude  can  pay.’ 

Lou.  Nay,  now  you  give  me  a  confudon.  [Rai/cs'em. 
But  if  you  dare  trull  me  with  the  llory  of  your  love’s  dil- 
trefs,  as  far  as  my  fortune  can,  command  it  freely  to 

fupply 
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fapply  your  prelcnt  wants,  or  any  future  means  propos’d 
to  giVe  you  lading  happinefs. 

Car.  Eternal  rounds  of  nev'er-endjng  peace  reward  your 
wond  rous  bounty  ;  ‘  and  when  you  know  the  dory  of 
our  fortune,  as  vve  fhall  foon  find  due  occafion  to  relate 
It,  we  cannot  doubt  tw'lll  botli  deferve  your  pity  and 
alfiilance.  Lut  1  have  been  too  bufy  in  my  joy,  1  al- 
moll  had  forgot  my  friendly  unde,  the  ancient  gentle- 
*man  that  hrll  came  hither  with  me;  how  have  you  dif- 
pos’d  of  him  ? 

Loti.  I  think  he  s  here,  and  fafe - who  waits  there  ? 

^Luter  jaques.]  Releafe  the  gentleman  above,  a,nd  tell 
film  that  his  dcJirc  htm*  Vou^Il 

pardon,  fir,  the  ti  eatment  I  have  fhewn  liim  j  he  made 
a  little  too  merry  witli  my  folly,  which,  I  confefs,  at 
that  time,  fomething  too  far  incens’d  me. 

Car.  He’s  old  and  cheerful,  apt  to  be  free  ;  but  hc’lJ 
be  forry  when  his  humour  gives  offence. 

Enter  Don  Lewis,  Jaques  bo<xving  to  him. 

^  .D.  Le-iAj.  Pr  ythee,  honeif  dumb,  don’t  be  fo  ceremo¬ 
nious  !  A  pox  on  thee,  I  tell  thee  it’s  very  well  as  it  is, 
(pnly  my  jaws  ake  a  little:)  but  as  long  as  we’re  all 

iiiends,  it  s  no  great  matter - My  dear  CVir/w  /  I  mud 

bufs  tnee,  faith  ! — —Madam,  your  humble  fervant— — 
I  beg  your  pardon,  d’ye  fee — Ihyou  underdand  me. 


[Ea'/z  Jaques. 

Lou.  I  hope  we  are  all  friends,  dr. 

D.  Le-Tv.  I  hope  w'c  are,  madam— I  am  an  honed  old 
fellow,  faith  ;  the’  now  and  then  I  am.'a  little  odd  too. 

Car.  Here’s  a  llranger,  unde. 

D.  Le^.  V/hat !  my  little  blodbm  !  my  glllidow'er  ! 
myrofe!  my  .pink!  rny  tulip!  Faith,  I  mud  fmell  thee. 
[Salutes  Angelina.]  Od  !  file’s  a  delicate  nofegay  !  I  mud 

have  her  toiiz’d  a  little - - Carlos!  you  mud  gather 

to-night  \  J  can  fby  no  longer - Well,  faith  fl  am 

heartily  joy’d  to  fee  thee,  child. 

■  Ang:  I  thank  you,  fir,  and  wilTi  I  may  deferve  your 
iove?  Our  fortune,  once  again,  is  kind;  but  how  it 
•■comes  about— - 

D.  Lenv.  Does  not  fignify  three  pence;  when  Fortune 
pa/s  me  a  vifit,  I  feldom  trouble  myfelf  to  know  which. 
w.ay  Ihe  came* — I  tdl  you,  I  am  glad  to  fee  you. 

*  Enter, 
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Enter  Jaques. 

yaq.  Madam,  here's  the  Lord  Goi^ernor  come  to  wait 
u;..on  yoer  ladylhip. 

Leu.  At  this  late  hour!  What  Can  his  bufinels  be? 
Defire  his  lordfhip  to  walk  in. 

Enter  Governor . 

Gov.  Pardon,  madam,  this  unfeafcnable  vifit. 

Leu.  Your  lordHiip  does  me  honour. 

Gov.  At  leak,  I  hope,  my  bufinels  will  excufe  it: 
fome  llrangers  here  below,  upon  their  oirer’d  oaths,  de- 
manded.my  authority  to  fearch  your  houfe  for  a  loft  young 
lady,  to  whom  the  one  of  ’em  aftirms  himfelf  the  father  : 
but  the  refpea  I  OAve  your  ladyfhip  made  me  refufe  their 
fearch,  ’till  I  had  fpoken  with  you. 

-eLng,  It  muft  be  they  iNow,  madam,  your  prcteclion, 
or  we  yet  are  loft. 

Loz^.  Be  not  concern’d  !  wou’d  you  avoid  ’em! 

Gar.  No,  vve  muft  be  found  ;  let  ’em  hav'C  entrance: 
we  have  an  honeft  caule,  and  would  provoke  it’s  trial. 

Lou.  Condud  the  gentlemen  without.  [Exit,  l.aoues.. 
My  lord,  I’ll  anfwer  for  their  honelly  ;  and,  as  they  are 
llrangers,  where  the  law’s  fevere,  muft  beg  you’d  favour ' 
and  afiift  ’em. 

Gov.  You  may  command  me,  madam;  tho’  there’s 
no  great  leai  ;  for  having  heard  the  moft  that  they  cou’d 
urgeagainft  ’em,  I  found'in  their  complaints,  morefpleeii 
and  humour,  tlysitvmv  juft  appearance  of  a  real  injury. 

Enter  Don  Mp.niie],  Charino,  Antonio,  WClodio. 

C/oa.  I’ll  have  juftice. 

Jnt.  Doi4’t  be  too  hot,  brother. 

C/ja.  Sir,  I  demand  juftice. 

p.  Man.  That’s  the  lady,  nr,  I  told  you  of. 

L/<?.  Ah  I  that’s  Ihe,  my  lord,  I  am  witnefs. 
i^ar.  My  father  I  Sir,  your  pardon,  and  your  bleftino* 


^Mit.  Why  truly,  Car/cs,  I  begin  to  1  e  a  little  recon- 
ciid  to  the  matter;  I  wilh  you  well,  tho’ I  can’t  join 
you  togetner;  for  my  friend  and  brother  here  is  very 
obi.mate,  and  will  admit  of  no  fatisfadion  :  but  how¬ 
ever  Heaven  will  blefs  you  in  fpite  of  his  teeth. 

T  r  A  r  :  Roguery  1  1  am  abus’d  ! 

1  lay,  deliver  my  daughter- Die  is  an  heirefs,  fir  ;  and 

to  oerain  her,  is  a  rape  in  law,  fir,  and  I’ll  have  you  all 

bang’d  ; 
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Pang’d ;  therefore  no  more  delays,  fir ;  for  I  fell  you  be- 

oie  ^and,  1  amavvife  man,  and  ’dsimpoEibleto  trick  me. 

Ant.  1  lay,  you  are  too  pofuive,  brother;  and  when 
you  learn  more  wifdom,  you’ll  have  fome. 

Lha.^  1  fay,  brother,  this  is  mere  malice,  when  you 
know  in  your  own  confcience,  I  have  ten  times  your 
underllanding ;  ror  you  fee  I’m  quite  of  another  opinion  : 

and  fo  once  more,  my  lord,  I  demand  juftice  againft 
that  ravilher.  ^ 

aaughter,  fir,  complain  of  any  vio- 

Your  lordOiip  knows  young  girls  never  complain 
when  the  yiolence  is  over;  he  has  taught  her  better,  I 
iuppofe.  ^  ’ 

[To  Chxrmo  hieeling.]  Sir,  you  are  my  father, 
bred  me,  chenlli  d  me,  gave  me  my  affeaions,  taught 
me  to  keep  em  hitherto  within  the  bounds  of  honour, 
and  of  virtue ;  let  me  conjure  you,  by  the  chatfe  love 
my  mother  bore  you,  when  the  prefcrr’d,  to  her  millaken 
parents  choice,  her  being  yours  without  V  dower,  not 
to  bellow  my  perfon,  where  thoib  aS'eaions'ne’ercan  fol¬ 
low-  -I  cannot  love  that  gentleman  more  than  a  filler 
ought;  but  here  ray  heart’s  fii'odu’d,  ev’n  to  the  lall 
compliance  with  my  fortune ;  he,  lir,  h,as  nobly  woo’d 
and  won  me  ;  and  I  am  only  his,  or  miferable. 

Cka.  Get  up  again. 

Go-V.  Come,  fir,  be  perfuaded ;  your  daughter  has 
made  an  honourable  and  happy  choice;  this  feverity  will 
but  expofe  yourfelf  and  her.  ^ 

Cha  My  lord,  I  don’t  want  advice;  I’ll  confiderwi* 
mylelr,  and  relcive  upon  my  own  opinion. 

Enter  Jaques. 

lord,  here  s  a  llranger  without  enquires  for 
yom  lordOiip  and  for  agcntleman  thatcalls  himfelf 

Llo.  Hey.  Ah^  motz  cher  Ami ! 

Enter  Den  Duart  difguis'd. 

ejl,  wUat  news,  my  dear,  has  llie  anfwer’d  mv  letter? 

D.  Du.  There,  fir--’ — This  to  your  lordlhip.^ 

„  ..  ,.  kjm'a  letter,  and --.ohlfpcr!. 

^  Ct  f  wiarry  d  to-night,  and  to  this  gentleman,  lay’ll 
t/icur  1  m  amaz  d.  ' 

D,  Du.  He  is  her  choice,  mv  lord. 

^  C.k. 
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Clo,  [Reading  the  letter.] - Urn - urn - Charms 

_ iiTeriilabk  — e-vcule  lb  foon — Paflion — Blulhes — Con- 

fent— Provilion— Children— Settlement— Marriage - 

If  this  is  not  plain  the  devil’s  in’t. - Plold,  here’s 

mere,  faith - [Reads  to  himfelf.] 

‘  D.  Man.  How  lhall  I  requite  this  goodnefs  ?  [T 0  Lon. 

‘  Lo7i.  I  owe  you  more  than  I  have  leifure  now  to  pay : 

prels  me  not  too  far,  lead  I  fliould  offer  more  than  you 
‘  arc  willing  to  receive.  Favours  when  long  withheld, 

‘  fometimes  grow  taflclefs ;  over-failing  often  palls  the 
‘  appetite. 

‘  D.  Man.  The  appetite  of  love,  like  mine,  can  ne- 
‘  ver  die  :  it  would  be  ever  tailing  and  unfated.’ 

[They  fee?n  to  talk  apart. 

Go-v.  ’Tis  very  fudden— but  give  my  fervice.  I’ll  wait 
upon  her. 

Clo.  Ha!  hal  ha!  Poor  foul !  I’ll  be  with  her  pre- 
fently;  and,  faith,  fmee  I  have  made  my  own  fortune, 
I’ll  e’n  patch  up  my  brother’s  too.  Hark  you,  my  dear 
dad  that  iliou’d  ha’  been— this  bufinels  is  all  at  an  end 
—  for,  look  you,  I  find  your  daughter’s  engag’d  ;  and, 
to  tell  you  the  truth,  lb  ami  faith!  If  my  brother  has 
a  mind  to  marry  her,  let  him  ;  for  I  lhall  not,  fplit  me — 
And  now,  gentlemen  and  ladies,  if  you  will  do  me  tlie 
honour  to  grace  mine  and  the  lady  ETjira\  wedding, 
Inch  homelv  entertainment  as  my  poorhoufe  affords,  you, 
lhall  be  all  heartily  welcome  to. 

D.  Ze-Tu.  Thyhoufe!  ha!  ha!  well  faid,  puppy! 

Clo.  Ha  !  old  Rejiy  ! 

Cba.  What  doll  thou  mean,  man?  [To  Clodio. 

Go^-v.  ’Tis  even  fo,  I  can  affure  you,  fir;  1  have  my- 
felf  an  invitation  from  the  lady’s  own  hand,  that  con¬ 
firms  it :  I  know  her  fortune  well,  and  am  furpriz’d  at  it. 

Ang.  BiclVd  news!  'Phis  feems  a  forward  Hep  to  re¬ 
concile  us.  ail. 

Cha.  If  this  he  true,  my  lord,  I  have  been  thinking 
to  no  purpofe;  my  defign  is  all  broke  to  pieces. 

Ant.  Come,  brother,  we’ll  mend  it  as  well  as  we  can  ; 
and  fince  that  young  rogue  has  rudely  turn’d  tail  upon 
)  our  daugliter.  I’ll  fill  up  the  blank  with  C^7r/cr’s  name, 
and  let  tire  rdl  of  the  fettlement  Hand  as  it  was. 

Cha. 
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Cka.  HoM,  I’ll  firfl  fee  this  wedding,  and  then  niva 
you  my  hnal  refolution.  ^ 

^  Clo.  Come,  ladies,  if  you  pleafe,  my  friend  will  Ihew 

^  O  LI » 

Lou.  Sir,  we  wait  upon  you. 

Cha.  This  wedding’s  an  odd  thino-! 

I’’/  ‘ 

The^  6  CEh  E  changes  to  Elvira’s  Apartment. 

^  iilvira  aicne,  nxith  Ciodio’r  Letter  in  her  Hand. 

*  e'  ^  ^  women  purchafe  an 

^  un^otted  famei  when  ev’n  the  jufteli  title  can’t  aiTiire 
^  poheTion  :  wnen  we  rehea  upon  the  infolent  and  daily 

^  wrongs,  which  men  and  Icanoal  thro w  upon  our  aaicns 

twere  enough  to  make  a  modelt  mind  defpair:  if  we 
^  are  fair  and  chalde,  we  are  proud  ;  if  free,  we  are  wan- 
^  ton  5  cold,  we  are  cunning;  and  if  kind,  forkiken-: 
nothing  we  do  or  think  on,  be  the  motive  e’er  fo  iud 
or  generous,  but  hill  the  malice  or  the  guilt  of  men* 
interprets  to  our  lhame  :  wdiy  Ihould  this  flranger  elfe* 
this  wretched  Granger,  whofe  forfeit  life  Irafhly  fav’d* 
preiunie  from  that  rnidaken  ch.arity,  to  tempt  me 
with  nis  love.’  {Enter  a  herojant.']  Hark  !  what  mufick’s 

'  rr/  ..-fr 

Ser-v.  Madam,  the  gentlemen  are  come. 

Elo}.  T  is  well ;  are  tiie  ofheers  ready? 

^eroj.  Yes,  madam,  and  know  your  ladylhip’s  orders 

EH.  Conduft  the  company.  Now  julHce  fhall  un- 
cloud  my  fame,  and  fee  my  brother’s  death  reveng’d. 

r  T  ^  -r..  \Mufic  ilays. 

Enter  Clodio,  D.  Duart,  Goa^mcr,  D.  Manuel,  Louilh 

Carlos,  Angelina,  Antonio,  Charino,  and  D.  Lewis 
^  Ck  Well,  madam,  you  fee  I’m  punaual—you’ve 
mck  d  your  man,  faith;  I’m  always  critical — to  a  mi¬ 
nute;  you’ll  never  hay  for  me.  Ladies  and  gentlemen' 

I  defire  you’ll  do  me  the  honour  of  being  better  acquint- 
ed  here - My  lord - -  ^ 

Gov.  Give  you  joy,  madam, 

C/o.  Nay,  madam,  I  have  brought  ymu  fome  near  re¬ 
lations  of  my  own  too— This  Don  Anten/o,  who  will 
fliortly  have  the  honour  to  call  you  daughter. 

Ant.  The  young  rogue  has  made  a  pretty  choice,  faith. 

C/ol 


74  LOVE  MAKES  A  MAN;  OR, 

Clo.  This  Don  Charmo,  who  w'as  very  near  having' 
the  honour  of  calling  me  fon.  This  my  elder  brother 
and  this  my  noble  uncle,  Don  Cholerick — Sna^Jhorio  de 
7‘efty. 

"D.  Le^.  Puppy. 

Clo,  Peevilh. 

D.  Lew,  Madam,  I  wilh  you  joy  with  all  rny  heart; 
but  truely,  I  can’t  much  advife  you  to  marry  this  gentle¬ 
man,  becaufe,  in  a  day  or  two,  you’ll  really  hnd  him  ex¬ 
tremely  Ihocking;  thofe  that  know  him,  generally  give 
him  the  title  of  Don  Difmallo  ThickfcuJlo  de  Halfwitto. 

CA.  Well  faid,  nuncle,  ha,  ha! 

D  Du,  Are  you  provided  of  a  prieft,  fir  ? 

Clo.  Ay,  ay,'  pox  on  him,  wou’d  he  were  come  tho’. 

D.  Du.  So  wou’d  I,  I  want  the  cue  to  aft  this  juftice 
on  my  honour ;  yet  I  cannot  read  the  folly  in  her  looks'. 

_  {Afide. 

Go^.  You  have  furpriz’d  us,  madam,  by  this  luddeA 
marriage. 

El-j.  I  may  yet  furprize  you  more,  my  lord. 

D.  Du.  Sir,  don’t  you  think  your  bride  looks  melan¬ 
choly  ? 

Clo.  Ay,  poor  fool!  (he’s  modell;- - but  I  have  a 

cure  for  that - Well,  my  priiicefs,  why  that  demure 

look  now  ? 

F.Lv.  I  was  thinking,  fir - 

Clo.  I  know  what  you  think  of - ^^-You  don’t  think 

jit  all _ You  don’t  know  what  to  think— You  neither 

fee,  hear,  feel,  fmell,  nor  taftc— -You  han’t  the  right 
life  of  oneof  your  fenfes— In  fhort,  you  have  it.  Now, 
my  princefs,  have  not  I  nick’d  it? 

Elv.  lamforry,  fir,  you  knowTo  little  of  yourfelf,  or 
me.  Enter  a  Servant. 

Sernj.  Madam,  the  prieft  is  come. 

Eh.  Let  him  wait,  we’ve  no  occafion  yet — Within 
there — feize  him.  [Senjeral  Officers  rujb  in,  who  fehe 

D.  Du.  Hal  L’lodio,  and  hind  him. 

Co‘j.  What  can  this  mean  ? 

Clo.  Gad  me  1  what,  is  my  dear  in  her  frolicks  already  ? 

Eh.  And  now,  my  lord,  yourjuitice  on  that  mui- 
derer. 
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Go'V.  How  !  madam  1 

Clo,  That  bitch,  my  fortune! 

D.  Le^v.  Madam,  upon  my  knees,  I  beg  yon,  don’t 
carry  the  jell  too  far,  but  if  there  be  any  real  hopes  of 
his  having  an  halter,  let’s  know  it  in  three  words,  that  I 
may  be  fure  at  once  for  ever,  that  no  earthly  thing,  but 
a  reprieve,  can  fave  him.  S^Apart  to  Elvira. 

A}it,  Pray,  madam,  who  accufes  him 

L'lv.  His  own  confeffion,  fir. 

Car.  Of  murder,  fay  you,  madam  1 
The  murder  of  my  brother. 

Co^a.  Where  was  that  confeflion  made? 

El'V.  After  the  fadtwas  done,  my  lord,  this  man,  pur- 
fu’d  byjuftice,  took  Ihei ter  here,  and  trembling,  begg’d 
of  me  for  my  protedfion;  he  feem’d  indeed  a  Gran  ger, 
and  his  complaints  fo  pitiful,  that  I,  little  iufpicious  oi 
my  brother’s  death,  promis’d,  by  a  ralli  and  folemn  vow, 
j.  wou’d  conceal  him ;  which  vow  Heav’n  can  witnefs 
with  what  didraclion  in  my  thoughts  I  Itridlly  kept,  and 
paid;  but  he  alas!  miiraken  this  my  hofpitabie  charity, 
for  the  effedls  cf  a  molt  vile  prepolterous  love,  proceeds 
upon  his  error,  and  in  his  letter  here  addrelTes  me  for 
marriage ;  whicli,  I  once  having  paid  my  vow,  anfwer’d 
infuch  prevailing  terms,  upon  his  folly,  as  now  have 
unprotected,  dra.vvn  him  into  the  hands  of  jullice. 

D.  Du.  She  is  innocent,  and  well  has  difappointed 
my  revenge.  {^Afide. 

D,  Lc'-vj.  So,  now  I  am  a  little  eafy;— The  puppy  will 
be  hang’d. 

Go^.  Give  me  leave,  madam,  to  allcyou  yet  fome  k.r- 
ther  queltions. 

Clo.  Ay - 1  fhall  be  hang’d,  I  believe. 

Cha.  Nay  then,  ’tis  time  to  take  care  of  my  daughter ; 
for  I  am  now  convinc’d,  that  my  friend  Clod^  is  difpos’d 
of— and  fo,  without  compliment,  do  ye  fee,  children  — 
Heav’n  blefs  you  together  SJjohis  Car.  and  Ang.  handi. 

Car.  ddiis,  fir,  is  a  time  unlit  to  thank  you  as  we 
ought. 

Ant.  Well,  brother,  I  thank  you  liowever;  Carla  is 
an  honeil  lad,  and  well  deferves  her;  but  poor 
ill  fortune  I  con’d  never  have  fufpecled. 

Dz 


D.  Ar-iv. 
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D.  Lenv.  Why,  you  wou’d  be  pohtive,  though  you 
know,  brother,  I  always  told  you,  Dif7nal  wou’d  be 
hang’d;  I  mull  plague  him  a  little,  becaufe  the  dog  has 

been  pert  with  me - Ckdy  !  how  doll  thou  do?  Ha! 

why,  youarety’d! 

Clo.  I  hate  this  old  fellow,  fplit  me. 

D.  Leyj.  Thou  hall  really  made  a  damn’d  blunder 
here,  child,  to  invite  fo  many  people  to  a  marriage-knot, 
and  indead  of  that,  it’s  like  to  be  one  under  the  left 
ear. 

do.  I’d  fain  have  him  die. 

J).  Le~uv.  Well,  my  dear.  I’ll  provide  for  thy  going 
cfl,  however ;  let  me  fee  ’  you’ll  only  have  occalion  for  a 
nofegay,  a  pair  of  white  gloves,  and  a  coffin  :  look  you, 
take  you  no  care  about  the  furgeons,  you  lhall  not  be 
anatomiz’d — I’ll  get  the  body  off  with  a  wet  finger— 
tho’  methinks  I’d  fain  fee  the  infide  of  the  puppy  too. 

Clo.  O  !  rot  him,  I  can’t  bear  this. 

p.  Lo-zv.  Well,  I  won’t  trouble  you  any  more  now% 
child;  if  I  am  not  engag’d,  I  don’t  know,  but  I  may 
come  to  the  tree,  and  fing  a  Have  or  two  with  thee — Nay, 
I’ll  rife  on  purpofe,-~tho’  you  will  hardly  fuller  before 

twelve  o’lock  neither — ay,  juil  about  twelve - about 

tw'elve  you’ll  be  turn’d  off. 

C/o.  O  1  curfe  confume  him. 

Co‘v.  I  am  convinc’d,  madam,  the  fact  appears  too 
plain. 

D.  Lozv.  Yes,  yes,  he’ll  fuffer. 

Co-o.  What  kiys  the  gentleman?  Do  you  confefs  thO 
fad,  fir? 

Clo.  V/ill  it  do  me  any  good,  my  lord  ? 

Cov.  Perhaps  it  may,  if  you  can  prove  it  was  not 
done  in  malice. 

Clo.  Why  then,  to  confefs  the  truth,  my  lord,  laid 
pink  him,  and  am  forry  for’t;  but  it  was  none  of  my 
fault,  fplit  me. 

Elzj.  Now,  my  lord,  your  juflice. 

1)  Du.  Mold,  madam,  that  remains  in  me  to  give  ; 
for  know,  your  brother  lives,  and  happy  in  the  proof 
of  luch  a  filler’s  virtue.  himfelf. 
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Elv.  My  brother!  O  !  let  my  wonder  fpeak  my  joy  ! 

Clo.  Hey!  [Clodio  and  his  friends  feem  furpri%  d, 

Go-v.  Y)oxi  Duart !  living  and  well !  how  came  this 
ftrange  recovery  ? 

D.  Du.  My  body’s  health  the  fnrgeon  has  reidor’d  : 
but  here’s  the  true  phylician  of  my  mind  :  the  hot  dif- 
temper’d  blood,  which  lately  render’d  me  offenfive  to 
mankind,  his  jud:  refen  ting  fword  let  forth,  which  gave 
me  leifurc  to  refleft  upon  my  follies  pad,  and,  by  reflec¬ 
tion,  to  reform. 

El-v.  This  is  indeed  a  happy  change. 

Gov.  Releafe  the  gentleman. 

Clo.  Here,  Tefiy,  prithee  do  fo  much  as  untie  this  a 
little. 

D.  Le^v.  Why,  fo  I  will,  firrah  j  I  find  thou  haft  done 
a  mettled  thing,  and  I  don’t  know  whether  it’s  worth 
my  while  to  be  fhock’d  at  thee  any  longer.  ^ 

EIv.  I  afk  your  pardon  for  the  wrong  I  have  done  you, 
iir ,  and  blufti  to  think  how  much  I  owe  you  for  a  brother 
til  us  reftor’d. 

Clo.  Madam,  your  very  humble  fervan  t,  it’s  mighty 
well  as  it  is. 

D.  Du.  We  are  indeed  his  debtors  both ;  and,  fifter, 
there’s  but  one  way  now  of  being  grateful :  for  my  fake, 
give  him  fuch  returns  of  love,  as  he  may  yet  think  fit 
to  afk,  or  you  with  modefty  can  anfwer. 

Clo.  vSir,  I  thank  you,  and  when  you  don’t  think  it 
impudence  in  me  to  wifli  myfelf  well  with  your  fifter,  I 
fhall  beg  leave  to  make  ufe  of  your  friendfhip. 

D.  Du.  This  modefty  commends  you,  fir. 

Ant.  Sir,  you  have  propos’d  like  a  man  of  honour,  and 
if  the  lady  can  but  like  of  it,  fhe  ftiall  find  thofe  among 
us,  that  v/ill  make  up  a  fortune  todelerve  her. 

Car.  I  vvilh  my  brother  well,  and  as  I  once  offer’d  him 
to  divide  my  birthright,  I’m  ready  ftill  to  put  my  words 
into  performance. 

D.  Lev),  Nay  then,  iince  I  find  the  rogue’s  no  longer 
like  to  be  an  enemy  to  Carlos^  as  far  as  a  few  acres  eo, 
i’ll  be  his  friend  too. 

D .  Du.  fifter  ! 

Eh,  This  is  no  trifle,  brother ;  allow  me  a  conve¬ 
nient 
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liient  time  to  think,  and  if  the  gentleman  continues  to 
deferve  your  friendihip,  he  fhali  nor  much  complain  I 
am  his  enemy. 

D.  Ze-xu.  So  !  now  it  will  be  a  wedding  again,  faith. 
‘  D.  Man.  And  if  this  kind  example  could  prevail  on 
‘  you - 

‘  Leu.  If  it  could  not,  your  merit  has  fuficient  nower  : 
/*  1  •  ^  ^ 

‘  from  this  moment,  I  am  yours  for  ever, 

.  *  D.  Man.  Which  waylhaii  I  be  grateful? 

‘  Clo.  Nay  then,  hrike  up  again,  boys— and,  witli  the 

'  lady’s  leave,  I’ll  make  bold  to  lead  ’em  up  a  dance 

'  a  la  mode  Angleterre.  dance. 

‘  D.  Le-tv.  So!  fo  1  bravely  done  of  all  fidcs;  and  now 

‘  Carlos,  yNcdW  e’en  toad;  cur  nofes  over  a  chirping  bottle 

‘  and  laugh  at  our  pad  fortune.’ 

Car.  Come,  my  Angelina  1 

Our  bark,  at  length,  has  found  a  quiet  harbour, 

And  the  didrefsful  voyage  of  our  loves. 

Ends  not  alone  in  fafety,  but  reward. 

Now  we  u-nlade  our  freight  of  happinefs, 

.Of  which,  from  thee  alone,  my  lhare’s  deriv’d  : 

For  all  my  former  fearch  in  deep  philofojdiy. 

Not  knowing  thee,  w^as  a  mere  dream  of  life  : 

But  love,  in  one  foft  moment,  taught  me  more 

Than  all  the  volumes  of  the  learn’d  cou’d  teach  ; 

Gave  me  the  proof  when  nature’s  birth  began. 

To  what  great  End  th’  Eternal  form’d  a  M.a  n. 

D7nnc:i, 
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E  P  I  L  O  G  U  E. 

ilogiieV  a  tax  on  authors  laid, 

And  full  as  ?nuch  unnvilUngly  is  paid.  * 

Good  lines,  I  grant,  are  little  ‘worth,  but  yet. 

Com  has  beeii  alivays  eafer  rais'd,  than  n.vit, 

( I  fear  -we' d  tiiade  but  ‘very  poor  campaigns. 

Had  funds  beets  le-uy'd  from  the  grutnbling  brains.) 
Befide,  to  -ivhat  poor  purpofe  Jhould  <we  plead. 

When  you  ha-ve  once  refoWo' d  a  play  Jhall  bleed? 

But  then  again,  a  'Xvretch,  in  a?iy  cafe, 
has  leanje  to  fay  ‘why  fentence  Jhould  tict  pafs. 
h  irft,  let  your  cenfure  from  pure  judgtnent  flo-iw, 
yjnd  ?nix  ‘with  that,  fame  grains  of  mercy  too  ; 

Qn  J'ome your  praife  like  ‘wanton  lo'vers you  befo’vo. 
Thus  ha‘ve  you  kno‘wn  a  ‘woman  plainly  fair. 

At  jirjr  J'carce  'ivorth  your  t‘wo  days  pains  or  care  ; 
Hithout  a  charm,  but  being  young  and  nexu  : 
flcu  thought  fi-ve  guineas  far  beyond  her  due.) 

But  ‘when  purju' d  by  forne  gay  leading  lo-oer, 

Then  e-very  day  her  eves  ne^iu  charms  difeo-uer  ; 

^nil  at  the  lafl,  by  crouds  of  beaus  admir'd, 

Sh'  has  rais'd  her  price,  to  ‘what  her  heart  defir  d, 
Be-xv  gonvns  and  petticoats,  ‘which  her  airs  req^uir'd. 

So  mij's,  and  poet  too,  ‘when  once  cry' d  up, 

Belieue  their  reputation  at  the  top  ; 

And  knc‘w,  that  ‘while  the  liking  fit  has  feiz'dyoii. 

She  cannot  look,  he  ‘ivrite,  too  ill  to  pleafe you. 

Hmv  can  you  bear  a  fenfe  of  loaoe  fo  grofs, 
fo  let  mere  fajloion  on  your  tafle  impofe  ? 

Tour  tafie  refin'd,  might  add  to  your  delight ; 

Poets  from  you  are  taught  to  radje  their  fight  ; 

For  as  you  learn  to  judge,  they  learn  to  nwrite. 
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